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Latin Text 


Summary of Fescennini 


The date of the dialogue is 1526. The setting is somewhere in Spain beneath a tree. The speakers 
are two beautiful young women of high birth, Tullia and Octavia, kinsmen, possessed of sharp 
wit and intelligence. The theme of the conversation is human sexuality. The subjects touched 
upon include ideal female beauty, the importance of pleasure in human life, the varieties of 
sexual behavior, the role of sex in the maturation process, sexual frequency, sexual positions, 
nudity in the visual arts, the harmful role played by religion in sex, and other similar matters. 
Much of the dialogue is devoted to stories and anecdotes treating of these various topics. 


Tullia and Octavia have distinctive personalities and play complementary roles in the dialogue. 
Tullia is the clear-eyed intellectual, steeped in classical learning and literature, a natural critic 
with strong opinions. She does most of the theorizing. The teenaged Octavia is passionate and 
voluble. She recounts the liveliest sex scenes and employs the most colorful language. As a rule, 
Octavia provides the narrative and Tullia adds the commentary. 


Interwoven in the dialogue is a libertine philosophy founded on nature and reason. The human 
sex drive is presented as an irresistible force of nature. Society with its rigid moral code seeks to 
control this drive, but in forcing men and women to act contrary to their nature it distorts them 
and makes them perverse and unhappy. For the principals in the dialogue, the solution to this 
conflict is to live a life of hypocrisy, devoting oneself in private to the free pursuit of pleasure 
while presenting to the outside world an appearance of perfect rectitude. This is represented as a 
difficult and dangerous game, one that should only be played by sophisticated people with the 
requisite intelligence and discretion. 


The dialogue concludes with three arresting stories. The first is the undeniable showpiece of 
Fescennini, the tale of Margarita, no doubt influenced by the story of Heloise and Abelard. 
Strangely, the part of Abelard is played here by an historical figure, the great Spanish humanist 
Juan Luis Vives. Graphic and detailed in its description of lovemaking, clever in its humor and 
language, the narration is handled by Octavia with a light touch and obvious relish. For all that, 
there are sinister elements in the story, and the ending is sad and disturbing. The two following 
tales strike an even darker note, of jealousy and madness, murder and suicide, for which the 
reader is unprepared. As they say their farewells, it seems clear that Tullia and Octavia depart 
from their discussion of Venus with a strengthened appreciation of Minerva. 


Fescennini and Liseux’s English translation of Satyra Sotadica 


Among the dialogues which make up Nicolas Chorier’s innovative treatment of human sexuality 
titled Satyra Sotadica, the seventh and final dialogue, Fescennini, has always been an outlier. It 
was not included when the work was first printed around 1660, and only made its debut in the 
second edition of 1678. Later, in 1890, when the distinguished publisher and researcher of 
erotica, Isidore Liseux, presented the first English translation of the Satyra Sotadica, Fescennini 
was again excluded. In a Note to the Reader at the end of the work Liseux gives his reasons. 


Here ends Nicolas Chorier s work, such as it came out for the first time, about the year 1660. 
There was a reprint, issued in 1678, containing a seventh Dialogue, entitled Fescennini.... But 
unfortunately this latter Dialogue, which is full of gaps, seems to have been printed after an 
incomplete manuscript. There is hardly any connection between it and the other Dialogues. The 
scenes lie no longer in Italy, they are laid in Spain. The interlocutors, Tullia and Octavia, being 
made Spaniards of, look as if they were moving in a new world. This series of fragments is a sort 
of outwork or sketch which spoils the harmony of the book, instead of heightening interest. So we 
think it is better to leave it out.! 


This decision by Liseux was to have a far-reaching effect. No English translation of the Satyra 
Sotadica has been made since, so the work has never been fully available to the English reader. 


The Liseux translation was to find a steady readership over the years, unusual for a specimen of 
Neo-Latin literature. It was reprinted by publishers of erotica on a number of occasions, not to 
mention the clandestine editions that circulated underground. Initially it was printed in France, 
as, for instance, by Librairie Astra in 1937, 1949, 1951 and 1961, and by Editions de la Fontaine 
D’Or in 1953. It seems to have been first published in the United States in 1965, by Brandon 
House in North Hollywood. This edition reproduces Liseux’s text and even Liseux’s original 
footnotes, but makes no mention of Liseux. In 1974 the work was published under the title 
Dialogues on the Arcana of Love and Venus, by Coronado Press in Lawrence, Kansas. This 
edition was presented as a new translation. The title page reads, “translated into Latin by Joannis 
Meursius and into modern English by Donald A. McKenzie from the 1752 Elzevir edition.” This 
is a sham. It is not an original translation at all but a superficial retouching of the Liseux 
translation. Today in the digital age one can acquire a reprint of the 1890 Liseux edition via on- 
demand publishing, and there is a Kindle version that can be had for $.99 US. 


' Nicolas Chorier, Dialogues of Luisa Sigea (Paris, 1890). 


Textual History of Fescennini 


Fescennini is the name of the seventh and final dialogue of Aloisiae Sigeae Satyra Sotadica, by the 
French lawyer and historian Nicolas Chorier.' It was not included in the first edition of the Satyra 
Sotadica, published around 1660 and containing only six dialogues.” Fescennini was introduced in 
1678, in an edition whose title page reads: Aloisiae Sigaeae Toletanae Satyra Sotadica de Arcanis 
Amoris et Veneris. Editio nova, emendatior et auctior. Accessit colloquium ante hac non editum, 
Fescennini ex M.S. recens reperto. Amstelodami. 1678.° Besides the addition of the seventh dialogue, 
this second edition was also furnished with a new introduction titled Summo Viro, along with two 
poems, De Laudibus Aloisiae and Tuberonis Genethliacon. The poems were written by Chorier and 
included in the 1680 publication of his Latin poetry, Carminum Unus Liber. Chorier writes in his 
introduction to that work that the poems had been published two years earlier in an edition of the 
Satyra Sotadica.* 


The title page of the 1678 edition announces that the new dialogue had never been printed before, 
and there is in fact abundant evidence that Fescennini was copied from a manuscript and not from a 
printed text. There are a great number of errors, and most of them seem to have been made by a 
printer struggling to decipher difficult handwriting. A striking example of this throughout the 
dialogue is the printing of upper-case letters as lower-case and vice versa. There are scores of such 
errors. The following come from the first two pages. 


Nam nudam te Nudiustertius vidit Comes Alphonsus. 
Quid vero obtrectas Inepta de Alphonso? 

Scite Nugaris. 

Quam velit Alphonsus dari sibi fruendam Intelligo. 
Musto madidas Iudicasses. 


The first six dialogues of this edition are almost totally free of errors of this sort. No doubt this is 
because they were printed from a corrected copy of the first edition, as one would expect. The 
publication from manuscript serves to confirm that it was initiated by Chorier himself, and that it 
marks the initial printing of Fescennini. Since there is no evidence that Chorier ever published a third 
edition of Aloisia, we should be able to safely conclude that the Editio Nova of 1678 is the sole 


' The Satyra Sotadica has gone by many names over the years: Aloisia, Meursius, Elegantiae Latini 
Sermonis. In the English-speaking world it is best known as The Dialogues of Luisa Sigea. This was the title of the 
English translation published by Isidore Liseux in 1890 and containing the first six dialogues. 

> A copy of the first edition is in the French national library and is designated Enfer 2502. It can be had 
online at the library’s website. There is also a copy at the Harvard Library. Isidore Liseux was the first to identify it 
as the editio princeps. See ‘La premiere édition des Dialogues de Luisa Sigea (Aloysia ou Meursius)’, in La 
Curiosité litteraire et bibliographique, 2nd series (Paris, 1881), 207-212. The title page reads: ALOISIAE / SIGEAE / 
TOLETANAE / SATYRA SOTADICA / DE / ARCANIS AMORIS / ET VENERIS. / Aloisia Hispanice Scripsit. 
Latinitate Donavit loannes Meursius / V. C. [s.La.] Description: 2 pts. [6], 245, [6 p. of errata], [3], 111; (12mo) 
(Bibliothéque nationale de France, Enfer 2502) 

3 A copy of the Editio Nova is available online through the library catalogue at the University of 
Amsterdam. 

4 Carminum liber unus (Gratianopolis, 1680), 9: “Et utrumque, duos abhinc annos, exiisse in luacem 
poematium accepi.” [Italics added.] 


authority for the text of Fescennini. 


Unfortunately, the tidy scenario presented above has not gone unchallenged. Some commentators 
have maintained that the first complete version of the Satyra Sotadica was published considerably 
earlier than the Editio Nova (hereafter called G ). The edition to which they give pride of place has a 
title page identical to that of the first edition, but also contains the added material found in G. I will 
call this edition N.' André Berry in the preface to his French translation of the Satyra Sotadica 
proclaims it “la plus ancienne édition que nous ayons du septiéme dialogue.” The only evidence he 
adduces for this is the recognized antiquity of N and its early title. The argument for the priority of N 
was made most recently in a 2005 article by James Grantham Turner.’ He argues that Chorier 
published N more than ten years before the appearance of G, which Turner believes is an 
unauthorized reprint. 


This is wrong. Turner had overlooked Chorier’s statement concerning the publication date of the 
Aloisia and Tubero poems. No edition containing these poems could have been published before 
1678. And it’s difficult to imagine how the version of Fescennini in G, with all its strange errors of 
punctuation and case, could have been derived from N or any other printed edition. Then too, there 
are a number of lacunae in N in relation to G, as will be seen below. Fescennini was first printed in 
G, and the version in N is an edited copy. 


Digital reproductions of many early editions of Aloisia are now available online. By comparing the 
texts of these editions one can establish their relationship to one another. Such an examination will 
confirm the traditional view set forth by Liseux, that Chorier published two editions of Aloisia, the 
first edition, F, and the Editio Nova, G. 


Here are a few pieces of textual evidence that the version of Fescennini in N was copied from G. 
G quae paulo habitior (N habilior) sit, pugilem vocant. 


There's a principle in textual criticism called /ectio difficilior potior; that is, if two manuscripts have 
different readings the more difficult reading is generally to be preferred as the original one. This is 
because it is more likely for a scribe to replace a more unusual word with a more common one than 
vice versa. We can see a good example of this in the transmission of Fescennini. The very rare word 
habitior, used twice in G, appears as habilior in N. We know that habitior is the correct reading 
because Chorier echoes one of the few passages in Latin literature in which the word occurs 
(Terence, Eunuchus 315: si qua est habitior paulo, pugilem esse aiunt, deducunt cibum). 


' Description: 3 pts. [8], 177, [1]; [2], 98, [2]; 155 (12mo). There is a copy of this edition at the British 
National Library (PC 30.i.13) and at the Bibliotheque nationale de France (Enfer 257). There is also a copy at the 
University of Amsterdam that is available online through Google Books. 

2 J.G. Turner, "Libertine Literature Forty Years On: II. Nicolas Chorier and His Emulators," The Book 
Collector 54.2 (2005), 231-244. See also A. Berry, Des secrets de l'amour et de Vénus (Paris, 1959), 236-237. 


G Ego...sunt (N est)...machina 


The correct reading is sum: Ego...sum...machina. It's easy to explain the errors if we assume that G 
was the original text and N was copied from it. The swm in the manuscript was erroneously printed as 
sunt in G, and then the editor of N, seeing the singular predicate nominative machina, changed the 
sunt to est to make it agree. But if G were derived from N, it’s difficult to see how est could have 
been changed to sunt. 


G Sed Remundo magnae ducitiae (N dulcitiae), summum ingenium. Clementiae angusta res domi. 


We can also see here where the arrow of time tends to point. This looks like another misguided 
attempt to correct an error in G. The reading of the manuscript was surely diuitiae. The editor of N 
saw that ducitiae had to be corrected and dulcitiae was his best guess. It’s not a Latin word but at 
least it looks like one, and you can squeeze some sense out of it: Ratmundo had a very sweet 
disposition. The same confusion of iu for uc occurs later in G, where diuturniores is printed 
ducturniores. 


G Alphonso G?smano (N Gasmano) 


It seems clear what has happened here. The second letter of Gusmano 1s illegible in G (I looked at 
three copies of the edition). The editor of N had to make a guess, and his lack of familiarity with 
Spanish names caused him to guess wrong. The surname Gusmanus occurs twice later in Fescennini. 


The origin of N 


When the new, enlarged edition of Aloisia appeared in 1678 there were already a number of pirated 
copies of the first edition in circulation. Two of these can be viewed online at the Bavarian State 
Library website, Rem.IV 834 and Rem.IV 835.' Neither of them was derived from the other, since 
each has its own distinctive lacunae. There are, however, a number of words and phrases missing in 
both editions that are present in the first edition. Here are some examples. (The words in bold type 
appear in F and are missing in the other two editions.) 


Col. V: Sane. Nihil autem percepisti praeterea? Nihil de eorum consuetudine subodorata es? 
Col. VI: Tolle tu nates. Tolle, inquam. Tolle altius. 
Col. VI: Apte; sed quid tam superbe te tollis, te venditas, te iactas, salax cauda? 


This indicates that both editions were derived from a flawed common ancestor copied from the first 
edition. Printed on the final page of each of these pirated editions is the opening couplet of an 
epigram by Janus Secundus (“Dicite, grammatici....”).? This couplet must have appeared in the 
parent edition as well. This unauthorized version has in fact survived, as we have lately discovered, 
and is the edition that the nineteenth-century bibliographer Brunet identified as the first, a six- 
dialogue duodecimo which ends with the Secundus epigram.* Besides the common errors and the 


'Rem.IV 835 has a title page identical to that of the first edition. Rem.IV 834 has a false title that reads: 
Philippi Garneri Gemmulae Linguae Latinae, sive Colloquia Familiaria, Altera parte auctiora. Amstelodami. Anno 
CID ID C LXXVI. (1676). 


? Janus Secundus, Epigrammata 1.73.1-2: “Dicite grammatici, cur mascula nomina cunnus, / et cur 
foemineum mentula nomen habet?” 
3 This edition repeats the title page of the editio princeps. [s.l.a.] Description: 2 pts. [8] 165; 78 (12mo). See 


epigram, there are certain printing differences that distinguish members of this Secundus family from 
F and G. For instance, the names of the characters are italicized in the text, and there is a catchword 
at the bottom of each page. 


N was created when a publisher appropriated the new material from the 1678 edition -- Fescennini 
and Summo Viro and the two poems -- and printed them at the end of an existing six-dialogue edition 
of the Secundus family. There is in fact in All Souls Library at Oxford a six-dialogue edition of 
Aloisia whose pagination is identical to the corresponding dialogues in N.' It is this hybrid nature of 
N that has led to confusion among those who have tried to assess its dating. It is an incongruous 
combination of both old and new elements. For instance, it contains two introductions, the original 
introduction of F at the beginning, and the new introduction, the Summo Viro, at the end. Also, in the 
first six dialogues of N the name of the speaker is centered above the text, as in F, while in the 
seventh it is written at the beginning of a line, as is the practice in G. These and similar incongruities 
can be explained by positing that N was derived partly from a pirated edition of F, and partly from G. 


Nand the Meursius editions 


N appears to be the last complete edition of Aloisia bearing the Satyra Sotadica title. Later reprints 
were titled Joannis Meursii Elegantiae Latini Sermonis, often referred to simply as Meursius. All 
four editions I have seen are descended from N.” Some simple evidence of this can be found by 
examining the lacunae. The Meursius editions share with N the common lacunae of the Secundus 
family, and they repeat the lacunae introduced by N. Here are some examples of omissions that 
originated with N. The material in bold type is missing in N and the Meursius editions. 


Col. I quem nulla vis frangat, nulla nisi ipsa vis Veneris emolliat. 

Col. IV subagitationibus, tactibus, murmure 

Col. V Iterum impressit osculum mihi et aperto itidem mihi sinu 

Col. V Profecto me in admirationem ingenii tui traxisti, cum pulvinum natibus tuis subdidisti, cum 
mea arma ipsa in te fixisti 


In another category of errors, the editor of N changed a number of unusual but correct readings that 
he apparently thought were wrong. For example, he printed canaliculus for caliculus, Parthenius for 
Parthenias, intueor for obtueor. All of these altered readings were repeated in the Meursius editions. 


The most recent editions: Liseux, Lavagnini 


The textual history of Aloisia entered a new phase in the late nineteenth century when a Latin edition 


J.C. Brunet, Manuel du libraire et de l’amateur de livres, vol. 3 (Paris, 1843), 378. I acquired a digital copy from the 
Berlin State Library. There is also an exemplar at the University of Nottingham. It is clearly a close copy of the first 
edition and can lay claim to being the first bootleg edition of Aloisia. 

' False title Elegantiae latinitatis sermonis. [s.l.a.] Description: 2 pts. In 1 [8], 177, [1]; [2], 98, [2] (12mo). 
As inN, pt. 2 85-98 contains the Remedium medendi ardorem libidinis mulierum. 

? Of these four editions, the Cazin is the only one that specifies place and date of publication. They can be 
accessed online at the Bavarian State Library website by the following call numbers: Rem./V 837 Description: 153; 
227; Rem.IV 838 Description: 329; Rem.JV 839 (Londinium, 1781) [Cazin Paris] Description: 330; 233; NL 246 
Description: 166; 238. 


was produced in Paris by the noted publisher and scholar Isidore Liseux.' Liseux had uncovered and 
identified the first edition of Aloisia, and was poised to prepare an edition that would be free of the 
errors that had accrued in the Secundus family of texts. Unfortunately, Liseux did not use the first 
edition as the foundation of his own version of the first six dialogues, but rather based his core text 
on editions of the Meursius family. To be sure, he availed himself of F to correct a number of errors 
common to those editions, but he reprinted many of those common errors as well. For instance, of the 
four examples given above of lacunae found in the Meursius editions, three of them are also found in 
Liseux’s. As for Liseux’s rendition of Fescennini, it was based wholly on the Meursius tradition. 
There is no evidence that he had access to the readings of G. 


In 1935 the Italian classicist Bruno Lavagnini endeavored to produce a version of Aloisia that would 
improve on Liseux’s.* He believed, wrongly, that the Liseux text was in the main an accurate 
representation of the earliest authoritative editions, F and G, though defective to a certain degree. He 
aimed to correct the errors in Liseux’s edition by comparing it with the last of the Meursius editions, 
that of Cazin of 1781. Lavagnini did in fact have some success in emending the errors introduced by 
Liseux, but as we have seen, there were errors common to both Liseux and Cazin, and if they were 
not obvious errors they were invisible to him. And so, for example, the three lacunae I mentioned 
above went uncorrected in his text as well. 


Still and all, Lavagnini would have succeeded in improving on Liseux’s text, were it not for the many 
flaws that originated in the printing of his own. The Lavagnini text has rather more errors than 
Liseux’s, and these tend to be more serious. To provide a small sample, here are some lacunae that 
occur in his Fescennini. 


Configebat tibi, noli erubescere, Octavia mea, configebat tuum Pythonem. (285.25) 
habere. Iura ergo, ait illa. Turo (291.18) 
credidit, non suo his esse usam in ludis credidit. Nesciebat (304.14) 


Besides those of Liseux and Lavagnini, there was a third edition of Aloisia printed in modern times, 
that of Adolph Weigel in 1913. But since the title page declares that the text is based on a Meursius 
edition there is no need to discuss it here.* 


Conclusion 


I have tried by the use of textual evidence to demonstrate that the dialogue Fescennini was published 
only once by the author himself, in the Editio Nova of 1678. I wanted to prove that this version, with 
all its flaws, is the sole authority for the text of Fescennini. I have tried also to show that the dialogue 
was copied at an early date and appended to a third generation bootleg text, and that this hybrid 
edition is the source of all subsequent versions of Fescennini of which we have knowledge. This 
includes the more recent publications which lay claim to being more definitive, those of Liseux and 
Lavagnini. In the course of being copied and recopied, many sound emendations were made to the 
original text, but a number of errors, omissions and other alterations were also introduced. A reliable 
edition of Fescennini must be firmly grounded in the original text found in the Editio Nova. 


'T. Liseux (ed.), Aloisiae Sigeae Satyra Sotadica de arcanis amoris et veneris (Paris, 1885). 

? B. Lavagnini (ed.), Aloisiae Sigeae Satyra Sotadica de arcanis amoris et veneris (Catania, 1935). 

3 A. Weigel (ed.), Joannis Meursii Elegantiae latini sermonis seu Aloisia Sigaea Toletana De arcanis 
amoris et veneris. Adiunctis fragmentis quibusdam eroticis. Editio nova ad fidem editionis Lugduni Batavorum 
MDCCLVII accurate edita, praefatione, notitia litteraria, lectionum varietate cura viri librorum amatoris doctissimi 
adornata. (Lipsia, 1913). 


This is the final dialogue of Aloisiae Sigeae Toletanae Satyra Sotadica de Arcanis Amoris et 
Veneris by Nicolas Chorier. The translation is based on the text of the 1678 edition. 


Fescennini. 
Tullia, Octavia. 


Tullia. — Let us sit down here beneath the spreading elm. Would you like to, Octavia? 
Octavia. - I would indeed. And let us conjure up Hymen [by talking of racy things]. 


Tullia. - Splendid! For the day before yesterday Count Alfonso saw you naked and began to go 
mad with love. 


Octavia. - Me naked? 

Tullia. - You naked. At least that is what he has been telling everyone, my flower of Venus. 
Octavia. —I will give you a punch for being so sarcastic. 

Tullia. — I will give you a kiss for being so provocative. 

Octavia. - By your lustful eyes, no man has seen me naked except for my Caviceo. 

Tullia. — You are not counting Theodorus as a man, then?! 


Octavia. - I remember, and it causes me shame. Away with you! Golden Venus, how he... . me 
by the remarkable deceitfulness of his words! 


Tullia. - I suspect what it is that you both want and do not want to keep silent. I know of your 
wanton escapades. By the bollocks of Venus, I know of them. 


Octavia. - Watch your tongue! But what is it that you charge me with concerning Alfonso, you 
fool? Did I perhaps appear before him naked in his dreams? 


Tullia. - I will explain, my dove. He who has seen the soul of Octavia, who has thoroughly 
explored her character and examined the kindness of her heart, has he not seen Octavia naked? 
By the ghost of Plato, he has indeed. 


‘Tn Colloquium V Octavia submitted to flagellation at the hands of the priest Theodorus as a sort of spiritual 
exercise. It is one of the few references in Fescennini to the earlier dialogues. 


Octavia. - You talk clever nonsense. I see what sort of girl Alfonso would like to be given him to 
enjoy, one composed of mind and soul, not one of flesh and blood. Whom do you think he would 
select if given the choice? The one who gives him an erection, if he is in his right mind. 


Alfonso was at Leonor's suburban villa. Isabel Menezia came too and also Luisa Fonseca, a new 
bride like me. After a lavish feast we engaged in conversation, but our talk was wild and 
immodest. You would have thought we were all drunk. I made a pleasant impression 
nevertheless. 


Tullia. - You pleased Alfonso, and Alfonso pleased Leonor. 


Octavia. - I hate the man's fickleness, I hate his love. If he abandoned Leonor's camp for my 
own, I certainly would not want to welcome the fugitive, if I should wish to be good. 


Tullia. - You are a girl of a great heart and a great cunt. O peerless heroine worthy of a better age, 
that golden age of yore when two-pound dicks were thrusting! But they say that sometimes in 
love a thing can seem praiseworthy which in other matters is regarded as disgraceful. 


Be just, unless a girlfriend tempts to break the laws, 
For she alone can justify the cause.' 


All the things commonly bandied about among lovers concerning the deceptions and inconstancy 
of lovers are not the delusions of lovers, but of lunatics. 


Octavia. - A fine affair! Leonor's husband died a year ago, slain in battle by the French,” and six 
months ago this young, wealthy, intelligent, beautiful girl fell madly in love with Alfonso. She 
has admitted that she has denied him nothing that lover seeks from lover, that there is no further 
blessing she might bestow on the yearning youth. Would you praise me if I chose to become a 
rival to this excellent woman who fears nothing of the sort from me? I know for certain you 
would not. 


Tullia. - I love in you, Octavia, the strength of your noble heart. Remain always as you are. 


Octavia. - It will not be burden to you, I think, to hear the wit and raillery, the jokes and banter of 
that conversation, nor will it be a burden to me to describe them. 


When we all sat down, Leonor, laughing, lecherous, breathing lust, turned to Luisa and said: "So 
then, how have you been enjoying your new nights as a married woman? What sort of games are 
you and your Rodrigo playing in the heat of love that inflames you?" 


A blush spread over Luisa's face, but she gave a lewd, tender little smile. 


' This is a comic rendition of a couplet from Euripides, Phoenissae 524-525, rendered in Latin by Cicero, De 
Officiis 3.82: "Be just, unless a kingdom tempts to break the laws, / For sovereign power alone can justify the 
cause.” [1890 translation by Alexander Thompson] 

>? We discover later that the battle referred to here is the Battle of Pavia, fought in February of 1525. Chorier adheres 
fairly closely to a 1526 date for this dialogue, although there are a few anachronisms. 


"Do you blush, Luisa? O immodest modesty!" I shout. "I see in her eyes and all over her face the 
flaming passion of a slut. In her very silence I hear the moans of a seductress in heat. What are 
you afraid of, foolish girl? Just as you do all things freely in your bed, so too speak freely of 
them here." 


"To be sure," replies Luisa, "the woman who preserves her purity by refraining from immodest 
talk of this sort would receive the palm for modesty sooner than she who abstains from all 
sensual pleasures. She is pure who is reputed to be pure, not who truly is so." 


"Splendid, splendid!" puts in Alfonso. "A woman is chaste if her speech is chaste and her face is 
gloomy, regardless of how she lives. It does not matter a great deal that her morals are chaste as 
well." 


"But under my roof," replies Leonor, "intelligent people are always allowed as much freedom as 
they have anywhere." 


"He does not live," I respond, "who lives timidly. The timid are spurned by fortune and hated by 
love. The first step to happiness is to proceed boldly to happiness by the true steps of love." 


Tullia. - You did not neglect to say what these steps to happiness are, did you? It is by this path 
too that we arrive at the highest good. 


Octavia. - "Among the good and honorable all things are good and honorable," adds Leonor. 
"And they are good and honorable who with careful diligence shield themselves and their 
dalliances from the spitefulness of the indolent rabble, and at the same time remain untouched by 
its stupid beliefs. Think of this as a pronouncement delivered to you by Venus from her 
innermost shrine of choice desires." 


"Who could deny that we women are the joy of the human race, and its light and its life?" I add. 
"If the joy, the better part of joy is in jokes and witty banter. If the light, how great is the charm 
of light, which brightly depicts, or perhaps even fashions, the various forms of things in all their 
beauty! And the life that gives no delight is a kind of death disguised as life. And of course life 
can give no delight without the enjoyment of many various pleasures. Pleasures are the spice of 
life; if they be absent for a moment life will grow wearisome. Let all things in us, therefore, be 
joyful and wild and wanton. A woman with a stern face and a sullen disposition ought, I say, seek 
out the caves of bears, the sort of suitors that she deserves. What man would want to render 
honor and devotion to this brute, from whom no delight can flow? 


"Then too, just as it is sweet to enjoy pleasures, so too is it agreeable to remember them. There 
are those who find the highest pleasure in the anticipation or the remembrance of pleasure. They 
find more satisfaction in speaking of Venus than in enjoying her.' By your prurient love nest, 
Luisa, pleasures, which are fleeting and vanish in an instant, become permanent by their 
recollection. They are born anew when they are remembered. 


' As used by metonymy in the dialogue, Venus expresses many of the meanings conveyed by the English word sex. 
Venus can also mean sexual charm, pleasure, desire, etc. 


"Do you want a good and blessed life? Gather the fruits in the garden of love, pluck the roses 
there. For a refined lust! all things end happily. If you wish it, you will find true pleasure even in 
the shadow of pleasure." 


Tullia. - How concise! How very clever and apt! 


Octavia. - What then? Luisa finally let herself be persuaded. She cast aside all modesty and 
began to babble all sorts of wonderful, lewd nonsense with abandon. Leonor grinned, I chuckled, 
but Isabel and Alfonso filled the house with wild laughter. 


Tullia. - But nothing is more tasteless than tasteless laughter. 
Octavia. - Could you have refrained from laughter? 


"When Rodrigo first plunged his dagger into my body up to the hilt," she said, "as soon as I 
received it, immediately all my senses and faculties raced to that part of me. In the next room a 
large number of relatives had gathered and were making a din. A miracle! I heard them from 
there! There were candles burning while I was being screwed, and I saw them from there! When 
Rodrigo was coming, miraculous to say, I was all in my cunt, or maybe I was all cunt. If there is 
any intelligence in me (and they say that there is some), intelligent lust had driven all of it, such 
as it is, to that seat of desire." 


"Who could deny," I add, "that your fucks are ingenious, who have so ingenious a member?" 


Luisa replies, "If anyone needs to see me, he can find me in my cunt. That’s where I live. Tight 
quarters, Alfonso. Trust me in this, for I trust Rodrigo." 


"Whenever you wish," says Alfonso, "I would like to visit you in those lewd quarters of yours, 
and enjoy your genius and ingenuity. I swear by the love of Venus, if you ever want to rent them 
out you will have no lack of tenants, whatever the price." 


Tullia. - By Jove's nut, not even lubricious Venus herself could find anywhere a wittier girl than 
Luisa. 


Octavia. - Later there was various talk on the art of love, on beauty, on the nature of women, on 
the soft sweetness of lovers' embraces. Venus was invoked and was present, but it was a Venus 
that was lewd and obscene. Seductive, lawless, unsatisfied with herself unless itching with lust, 
the goddess favored our proceedings. It was a pure, unadulterated Venus that we conjured up 
with our spicy tales. 


Tullia. - We live to love and be loved. She who does not want to love and be loved is already 
buried. She is already moldy and stinking of decay. 


' refined lust: In Latin, erudita libido, a sophisticated, intelligent sexuality. The pregnant phrase was probably 
inspired by Tacitus's description of Petronius as a man of “refined extravagance (eruditus luxus)." (Tac. Ann. 16.18) 


Octavia. - Some women are beautiful, others are attractive. The beautiful have been fashioned by 
the hand of nature, the attractive by their own hand, through art and adornment. Those rule in 
their own right, these by consent. Women who are truly beautiful can inflame with love even 
hearts of stone. 


"There are varying opinions concerning beauty," said Alfonso. "Yet it is generally agreed among 
the better sort that each man finds that woman more beautiful who is better suited to him. For 
just as the same foods are not suited to everyone, so too one and the same beauty. There are as 
many perspectives as there are people, as many varieties of beauty as there are pairs of eyes. But 
a woman who is called beautiful by general consensus is one whom most men deem best fit for 
producing pleasure or offspring. 


"Do you want me to explain the matter in a word? They who are blind call dicks blind, when in 
fact dicks are extremely perceptive. They alone should be trusted in choosing a partner. For as 
soon as a girl walks up who is agreeable to their owners, they take notice of her even without 
prompting. They grow erect of their own accord. That woman is truly beautiful for whom they 
stand up straightest. 


"Your cousin Federico loved the pug-nosed, bleary-eyed, toothless Lucia; and he loved her 
madly. The young man's father berated him for this insanity. 'O father, father,’ answered the 
youth, 'look at Lucia with my eyes and not your own. You will change your opinion, father. You 
will call her beautiful, and say she is worthy of my love and the love of all.' He certainly grew 
erect for Lucia, and not so much for other women, even those most celebrated for their beauty 
and charm. 


"Some prize a plump body full of vitality, while others call a somewhat sturdy girl a boxer. But 
in ancient times all Greeks took delight in tall, stout women of strength and vigor. Such was 
Helen, who among Greek women was the embodiment of perfect beauty. The Phrygians on the 
other hand preferred slender women. For that reason they withheld food from their girls and by 
this regimen rendered them as thin as reeds. Frenchmen love such women, not so Italians and 
Spaniards. But to be sure, the most serviceable body is somewhere in the middle, neither fat nor 
thin. For nothing is more alien to your rites, good Venus, to your dewy kisses, to your rubbing 
and wriggling, to your slow strokes and fiery ejaculations, than a dry, bloodless woman. A 
beautiful woman who is dry and emaciated (if indeed a dry, emaciated woman can be said to be 
beautiful) is the living image of a dead Venus. Who would want to penetrate a dead Venus, 
except for maybe one or two depraved undertakers? Who would want to have sex with the 
likeness of a corpse? Periander the tyrant of Corinth, who with Bias and Thales danced in the 
troupe of the Seven Sages, thrust his plowshare into the furrow of his cold wife and presided as 
priest at a funeral sacrifice to Venus.””! 


Tullia. - He knew that just as in men it is the heart, so too in women it is the cunt that is the first 
to live and the last to die. He thought that life could still remain in this part when it had ceased in 
the rest of the body. For as the cunt has its own motion, so too its own life, which endures longer 
and is far different from the life of the other members. But please continue. 


' For the story see Herodotus Hist. 5.92. 


Octavia. - A tall body is highly praised. Alcmena, the mother of Hercules, was commended by 
her tall, lofty stature. "But if I should be given the choice," said Alfonso, "I would prefer a 
shorter woman to a taller one, a laurel tree to a pine. Although," he added, "both tall and short 
will answer to my desires." 


But generally women who are of superior height are so because of the length of their legs; their 
upper bodies are not similarly proportioned. This, in my judgment, is ugly and ridiculous. Laugh, 
Tullia. You would think that a cunt was being paraded around atop tall poles. Who would not 
laugh at this notion, which comes to my mind whenever I encounter Magdalena? If you saw her 
nude (and I have) and looked at her just down to her abdomen, you would think her much shorter 
than she is; if you looked just at her legs, you would think her much taller, though she is 
extremely tall. 


But women who are shorter than the rule have a bad reputation. For they say that in small 
women there is something that is not small at all. Gertrudis would seem short even among the 
Pygmies, but except for her middle member, all her parts are remarkably well-proportioned. 


Tullia. - I know, Octavia. In her nether region there is a large, spacious cave, not a nest for a 
piping sparrow. She married Alfonso Guzman when she was thirteen and unviolated by any act 
of lust. Yet when Alfonso had sex with her for the first time he found her wider than Venus 
herself after she had been screwed by Mars. The shameless man had promised his comrades that 
the virgin would howl, and that the slaughter of her virginity would be a bloody and memorable 
affair. The virgin did not even utter a sigh. The slaughter of her virginity brought no bloody tears. 
The dick, Priapus's acolyte, strolled about in a broad courtyard.” What was he to do? He 
dismounts and spreads the girl out face-down. With a mighty effort he thrust his spear into her 
entrails through an unseemly place. The maiden could not keep from shrieking when she felt 
herself being riven. "That is what I wanted," he said, "so that all might know you are a virgin, 
just as I know it." Then he places her on her back and continues the interrupted duel in the pure 
plain of Venus. He gives the girl a glorious screwing as she writhes and shakes and wets herself. 
A successful offering was made by both. 


Octavia. - "But taller girls," said Alfonso, "have little or no strength. They suddenly collapse in 
the middle of the race as if their joints have become unhinged. When the spur is driven to the 
quick, they barely respond with a feeble motion, and sometimes not even that. Others are more 
energetic and vigorous, like you," he added. 


"I could exhaust even Mars," cackled Luisa in reply, "as he does Venus, if ever he should come to 
do battle with me. Let him come, let him come!" 


' Ovid, Am. 2.4.36 

The expression comes from the satires of Persius, where the belly of a fat man is called his popa, an acolyte or 
attendant of a priest (Pers. Sat. 6.74). These ministers had a share in the meat of sacrificed animals and were often 
corpulent. Priapus was an ancient fertility god from the Hellespont who was always depicted with an oversized 
erection. After his adoption by the Romans, Priapus was primarily a god of gardens, where statues of him were set 
up to frighten off birds and thieves. A genre of obscene poetry developed in connection with this, of which the 
Carmina Priapea is the premier example. It is frequently quoted and echoed in this work. 


Tullia. — You are not weak in the loins either, Octavia. And your hair is black, you have black, 
flashing eyes, and your face and limbs are rather dark. I have nothing more to say. 


Octavia. - My, you are wicked! You yourself have formed my character. What can you reproach 
me for, villainess, that does not belong to you as well? I am as similar to you as you are to 
honey-sweet Venus. "I have nothing more to say!" They say of course that women whose head is 
graced with black hair are more lecherous. If this is true, then women whose sex is veiled with 
black hair are lecherous indeed! Nonsense, pure nonsense. And what about you? Your hair is not 
blond, is it? 


Tullia. - You are the left testicle of Venus, and I do not wish to incur your wrath. It is true, 
Octavia, the color of the hair can provide no sure proof of a woman's quality. So then to each his 
own desire. Some prefer blond hair, some black, others brown. Aspasia and the girls of Athens 
were notable for their blond hair. For when Theseus had lost two of the girls he was taking to the 
Minotaur in Crete and substituted two boys in their stead, he dyed their hair blond so that they 
might more closely resemble maidens. They say it was Venus, the queen of Cyprus, who 
invented the art of dyeing the hair blond, which even now Italian women esteem so highly. This 
color is singularly pleasing to those foolish women. They even go so far as to expose their heads 
to be scorched by the burning sun. Behold the madness of it. They seek to lighten their hair by 
incineration. 


But Pindar and Anacreon had a different view. Pindar said that the Muses have black hair and 
Anacreon ascribed black hair to his mistress.! Pindar was a Theban, Anacreon a Tean. It is very 
likely that black hair was esteemed by the people of Thebes and Teos. (Teos was a city situated 
in the middle of Ionia.) The Theban Swan thought that this feature that was valued among his 
townsmen was worthy of the Muses. And the Tean poet commended the same feature in his 
mistress, whom he wanted to portray in his poem as extremely beautiful. 


Brown is midway between black and blond and shares in each color, but is closer to black than to 
blond. Ovid consoles a girl whose hair had fallen out from excessive treatment. He says that 
there was nothing more beautiful: /t was not black nor yet of a golden color, but although neither 
color it was a blending of both. He compares it to those tresses in the painting nude Dione 
clutched in dripping hands.? 


Octavia. - Alfonso in his eloquent way made many astute remarks regarding the eyes. But you 
are erudite, Tullia. He knows nothing at all compared to you, who are even accustomed to talk 
nonsense in an erudite manner. 


Tullia. - The treacherous but delicious snares of love lie hidden in the eyes. Chryseis,* the brief 
heartthrob of Achilles, had black eyes. And that darling of Latinity, Catullus, mocks a certain 
woman because she had neither beautiful feet nor black eyes.* Yet the gray eyes of Minerva are 


' Pindar, Pythian Ode 1.2; Anacreon, Ode 16 

? Ovid, Amores 1.14.9-10, 33 

3 The author seems to have confused Chryseis and Briseis here. It was Briseis who was the lover of Achilles, but 
Chryseis who was traditionally thought to have black eyes. 

4 Catullus 43.2 


praised by the poets, who took the greatest liberty in assigning to the gods those features they 
knew to be commonly loved and esteemed. They also hold in honor large, wide eyes: they call 
them stars. The Greeks call them cow-eyes, like those of Juno and Venus and Harmonia, the wife 
of Amphiaraus. But small eyes too have their admirers. 


Octavia. - Just as in war archers look sideways with half-closed eyes for a better aim, so too does 
Amor aim his arrow with small, narrowed eyes and more surely strikes his target.! Queen Isabel 
had not eyes but eyelets, but from them burst countless lightning flashes. Could anyone behold 
them and escape with heart unscathed? No one has ever looked at you, Tullia, without falling in 
love with you. Your eyes are small, but all the more lively and incendiary, dangerous for the 
unwary. 


Opinions on the color of the face and limbs vary. Some prefer fair women, while others like them 
somewhat dark. They praise a milky complexion like Cydippe had, whose fair face glimmered 
with a tinge of red.” Whiteness is accorded the highest place of honor. You could truly say that it 
is light itself, or an emanation even more lucid than light. But dark women are more ardent in 
battle and also more pleasing to the touch. Fair women do not age as well, nor can they long 
endure the rigors of amorous wrestling. They straightway collapse as if their loins were 
paralyzed. They quickly wither and waste away. Their youth is immediately followed by old age, 
nay, it is mingled with old age. 


Tullia. - Antonina, the sister of Isabel, is so remarkably fair that she surpasses the whiteness of 
milk and lilies; Isabel is swarthy. 


Octavia. - Do you want me to tell you what happened to each on her wedding night? The tossing 
of Venus was distressing to the one, pleasant and agreeable to the other. 


Tullia. - But first let us complete our portrait of the beautiful woman. There is general agreement 
among us concerning the mouth, lips and teeth. They say that a small mouth is the marvelous 
shrine of Amor, uttering wondrous oracles. But it is the opinion of all men that a girl who has a 
small mouth also has a narrow conch, and that this lower shrine of Venus is approached by a very 
small entrance. 


Octavia. - Yet it is not true. For Fernando Guzman complained that he was led into error by this 
belief. He married Fulvia, who was lauded for her very small mouth, yet he did not find in her a 
little gate, through which one gains entry to the sweets of Venus only with effort. Rather, he 
thrust his dick into a wide cave that descended to a kind of Stygian swamp. "O beautiful mouth," 
said Fernando, planting a kiss, "but as lying as it is beautiful. Try to make sure at least, my 
Fulvia, that it does not lie to your credulous lover in other matters." 


She answered: "I know indeed that it has not lied, but because by chance you have brought tiny 
equipment into my quarters, you blame me for a defect which is in fact your own." 


' Amor is pronounced /‘a-mor/, with the accent on the first syllable. The Latin word for Jove, personified as a boy. In 
art he is indistinguishable from Cupid, and like Cupid can appear in plural form. 
? Ovid. Heroides 21.217 


Fernando laughed and finished what he had begun. 
Tullia. - Excellent! 


One might call rosy, slightly puffy lips like yours, Octavia, a rainbow in this higher region of 
Venus's heaven, swollen with feisty kisses. Bright, white, glittering teeth, arrayed in order like 
precious gems around the tongue, are its ornament and defense. And who could not marvel that 
the solitary tongue, by its nimbleness and fluency, can suffice to express in all their variety the 
countless thoughts that are formed in the mind, and express them better and more colorfully than 
they were conceived by the imagination? But you know, Octavia, as do all lovers who are not 
demented, what honeyed delights the darting tongue can bring in the act of kissing. 


Nonetheless, it cannot be more true that for every man, that is truly beautiful which seems 
beautiful to him. Your mouth is not small, Octavia, and yet you are pleasing. Just so, many other 
girls have thin lips, teeth that are not white as ivory nor in perfect array, a lisping tongue that 
makes a putrid sound, and yet they are pleasing. There are some who even love one-eyed 
women, for Priapus too is one-eyed, as is the dick, the procreator and delight of the human race. 


Octavia. - How delightful is the assault of the ardent tongue, when it violently flings itself 
beyond the ramparts to meet the attack of a delicious kiss! Certainly when Caviceo and I kiss one 
another we all but die for joy when we each feel ourselves possessed of two tongues. It is an 
incredibly pleasurable coupling of our souls and spirits in the higher mouth, like the coupling of 
our bodies in the lower one that binds sex to sex. Leonor, the queen of the Sarmatians, used to 
say that a kiss is the food of Amor. It ought to be placed inside the mouth so that the boy can 
truly feed upon it, else his plaintive hunger is thwarted, as in the story of Tantalus. So too is the 
hope of a lusting virgin thwarted when her lover brings the dick, the food of the vulva, to the 
outer lips and does not drive it inside. May kindly Venus shield me from such madness! For it is 
a fatal affliction and a sure destruction for love, to be sprinkled and not saturated by the luscious 
spittle of pleasure. 


Tullia. - But even an exhausted lover revives at the sight of a woman's breasts. He joyfully and 
vigorously springs to life when he looks at them, if they are small and firm and fair. But the 
Phrygians preferred swollen breasts that covered the whole chest, to use Ovid's expression.’ But 
breasts are more beautiful if they are firm and erect and can be clasped in one hand, as another 
says. 


Finally, according to the experts who have fashioned this portrait, she is of perfect beauty and 
supremely blessed on whom alone the power of Nature, the bountiful creator of the world, has 
conferred each of the individual endowments which they deem most excellent. Her skin, teeth 
and nails are white; her hair, eyes and eyebrows are black; the lips, cheeks and the skin beneath 
the nails are a rosy color; she has long hair, long hands and a tall body; she has small teeth and 
ears and a small belly, but a large, wide brow and broad shoulders; eyebrows that are set at some 
distance from one another; a thin body, a small mouth, and a conch that is slightly open to 
receive the welcome dew; somewhat thick lips, buttocks and legs; smooth, slender fingers, a 
nose smooth and slender too, and hair as fine as a spider’s web; a small head, small breasts, and 


! Ovid Remedium Amoris 337-8 


small feet. They also admire naturally curly hair, a narrow brow from which the hair sweeps 
back, and a nose that is somewhat curved. 


Each man, Octavia, has his own taste, and his own rationale for his taste. But taste is its own 
rationale; no rational person should seek any other. 


Octavia. - You know that counted among the best features of Lucretia are her round, marmoreal 
buttocks. They certainly provide a pleasant cushion for Cupid to recline upon, and a goodly anvil 
for him to forge human offspring. 


Tullia. - Horace calls a woman whose buttocks do not protrude buttless: She is buttless, with a 
big nose, thin flanks and splay feet.' 


Illustrious among the Greeks were those women who were surnamed Callipyges after their 
beautiful buttocks. Girls of the lowest birth obtained rich, noble husbands on the basis of this 
alone. Their dowry consisted of their buttocks, and this dowry made them sufficiently pleasing. 


Octavia. - I know it is thought more desirable if the breasts are separated from one another by a 
proper distance. Mine are joined together, as you see, and cling to each other. But Caviceo does 
not value them any less highly for that. In the midst of our Fescennine pleasures and frolics, he 
says that since each of them is white and firm and of no mean beauty, it is little wonder that they 
have fallen in love and are constantly kissing one another. 


Tullia. - And nothing else? 
Octavia. - May I be damned if I do not love you more than my own eyes. 


Tullia. - And I too if I do not love you more than mine, and the very sun and moon, the eyes of 
nature. But there is sometimes in love a use of the breasts which is not to be deplored in the 
burning frenzy of passion. You are smiling. I have your confession, my Octavia. You too have 
experienced this, my soul. 


Octavia. - By each conch of Venus, I feel myself blushing for shame. It shames me to remember 
that the space between my breasts was turned into a pathway to Venus, and that she was a 
witness to an act so disgraceful, or in any event wild and abandoned. 


There is a gallery in our house which, as you know, looks out over lovely gardens planted with 
flowers of every variety. Caviceo and I were strolling there. He began to kiss and embrace me, he 
attacked my lips with little bites, he became impassioned. He lowers his left hand to my bosom. 
"I am planning," he says, "something mischievous. Take off your clothes, dear heart." What was I 
to do? I take them off. He fixes his gaze on my naked chest. "I see Venus sleeping between your 
breasts," he says. "Do you want me to awaken her?" Saying this he pushes me over backward 
onto the couch. He places between my breasts his fervid, flaming dick (for he was magnificently 
erect). How could I free myself from this insanity? All things had to be endured, come what may, 
and I knew that in love there sometimes occur certain fateful days and incidents from which not 


' Horace Sermones 1.2.93 


even Virtue herself could escape. So then, just as I had done battle with that enemy in the past at 
close quarters with recoiling belly, so too was I forced by harsh necessity to fight it with my 
breasts as well. 


Tullia. - Are you calling the prick an enemy, which is so dear a friend to you and your amorous 
desires? 


Octavia. - He gently pressed my breasts together with his hands, so that his dick might race to 
this new pleasure by a narrower road. Why say more? As I watched in astonishment this bizarre 
and ridiculous form of lovemaking, he drenched me with a shower of hot dew. When he had 
finished he said: "This should have given some pleasure to you, my dove, which was so very 
pleasing to me in the delirium of my love for you. Do you not know that, just as you are a 
woman in this lower chasm" (he pointed with his finger), "so too in this higher region as well? 
So then if I am seized by the desire to raise my desires from that lower region to these mounds, it 
is my right to do so freely. Surely the view from there is more pleasing to Venus." 


Tullia. - He will raise his sights even higher if he seeks the summit. 


Octavia. - To irrumate, to gratify orally, to play the Lesbian, to play the Phoenician, to fellate’. . . 
is this what you mean by seeking the summit? Good Venus, how many strange stables and 
lodgings have the filthy reprobates sought for their dicks in our bodies, and found them! But to 
be sure, a man who is honest and chaste will recoil in horror of pollution at the very thought of 
so foul a thing. If crime be absent from pleasure, it will be more pleasing. 


Tullia. - To seek honor in pleasure is to seek darkness in daylight. Nothing is dishonorable to lust 
when it seethes and foams at the mouth. The Socrates who dallied with Phaedo and Alcibiades 
was different from the Socrates who led these beautiful lovers in the choral dances. Those who 
are wisest have not for that reason ceased to be human and shed their natural feelings of 
humanity, nor could they, even if they desperately wished to. But there is no feeling of humanity 
in man without the taste of pleasure, unless it be weak and corrupt. He is truly wise who knows 
that it is sometimes pleasant to play the fool, and chooses a proper time and place to do so. You 
should always be wise for others and often foolish for yourself, if you wish to live a good and 
happy life. For there are those who, when aroused to an amorous frenzy, because they are not 
their own master, conceal it. They pretend to be Curii and Catos.* The madmen publicly 
condemn what they themselves secretly desire, the quivering pleasures of Venus. Their restless 
minds itch too with lust. They admit that they were born with a cursed genius, and that we were 
born with a lucky one, with the gods and stars applauding.° 


If the sun sets for all eternity, what will become of Nature, the parent of all things? If the light of 
pleasure ceases to shine upon mortals, what will become of man, who is Nature’s crowning 
achievement? Wretched and sluggish, he will be his own tomb. Living but not alive, dead but not 


' Octavia here gives a number of Latin expressions for fellatio. 

These were exemplars of the rigid and austere morality of early Rome; men such as Manius Curius Dentatus, 
Marcus Porcius Cato the censor, and his great-grandson of the same name, the adversary of Julius Caesar. Cf. 
Juvenal 2.3. 

3 Tn ancient Rome the genius was born with a man and was closely associated with the natural appetites. 


dead, in the midst of life he will be closer to death than to life. 


Finally, as for those who expound these treacherous teachings, would you not say that they are 
the ones who truly suffer from pollution of the mouth? 


Octavia. - You make a nice play on the word. For they say that these corpselike philosophers 
milk a he-goat with their mouth.! 


Tullia. - They possess a wonderful capacity for venery, but none at all for knowledge. In the one 
all things are joyful, in the other there is much that is rather sad. Your own Theodorus is like this. 
You are aware of this, are you not, Theodora? 


Octavia. - Why do you call me Theodora, fool, who am Octavia, nay rather, who am Tullia? Do 
you want me to continue? 


Tullia. - I do. But I want to hear about the nocturnal sparring of Antonina and Isabel. A funny 
affair. 


Octavia. - Your cousin Antonina was not entirely young, for she was nineteen, when she married 
Mafeo, a young man of thirty and of invincible strength. The fifteen-year-old Isabel was wed to 
the vigorous and robust and tireless Raimundo, who was twenty-five. Antonina in her fairness 
makes the snow seem dark, while the swarthy Isabel could vie with the women of Tunis. On their 
wedding night they engaged in love's wrestling bout with unequal strength and with an unequal 
outcome. When turned over to their husbands they paid homage to Venus with unequal merit. 


When Antonina was first made a woman, she successfully performed four acts of intercourse 
without any ill effects, but then her sated body and soul experienced not pleasure but an 
oppressive weariness. Finally, just before dawn, as her fierce rider was driving her on with his 
spur, she fell into a long swoon and collapsed. It was the runner's ninth race in Cupid's games. 
When she rose from the bed just before noon, she looked as if she were being led from a tomb: 
pale, bloodless, cadaverous. 


But the swarthy Isabel, in whose veins you would think flowed rivers of liquid fire, fared better. 
Her loins and limbs are delicate, yet the fearless girl proved a match for every nuptial labor. She 
tirelessly withstood the raw might of her tireless athlete and shattered it. Laughing, she ridiculed 
the weak sluggishness of her sister. She pranced about taunting her. 


"Away with you!" she said. "I am younger than you and no stouter, yet I proved the stronger. I 
am alive, while you have perished. Are you alive? At the first impact, I admit, I suffered a 
grievous wound to be sure, yet I made sure that he who inflicted the wound did not boast of it for 
long. By Juno! As my virginity resisted from the top of the rampart the victor drove it back to the 
inner defenses. He lay waste to everything, like a whirlwind. He plucked the flower of my 
chastity and tore it to pieces. But when he renewed the battle, the bold recklessness of the 
invader gave me courage. I resisted with a masculine effort; soon he felt victory slip from his 
testicles. Behold now my Hercules, reduced by this new Amazon to an object of contempt, 


' “To milk a he-goat” was a proverbial expression for performing a fruitless labor. Cf. Vergil Eclogues 3.91. 


crushed by his own victory and mine! So take heart, my sister." 


"What would you have me do?" replies Antonina. "At the outset of the fray I did not suffer a 
light pain like you did, but one that could scarcely be endured, sharp and fierce and lacerating. 
Then as the battle was renewed time and again, a dull weariness fell so heavily upon my 
oppressed limbs that I felt they were made of lead. I asked for a truce for a few hours but my 
scornful Hercules refused. And so I saw no sleep." 


"Nor did I," answers Isabel. "Why do you speak of sleep? What are you complaining about? 
Sleep brings nothing sweeter than those vain but delightful images of Venus with which it 
beguiles us. Do you dare prefer sleep, which deceives us into seeming absent from ourselves, to 
Venus in her very presence playing with us and in us?" 


"Yet too much of anything leads to revulsion, even for those who are greatly fond of it," replies 
Antonina. "I would not want to gorge myself endlessly on nectar, the food of the gods, nor would 
you." 


"Truly wretched is your lovemaking," puts in Isabel, "and barren of pleasure! You have been 
filled with the blessings of Hymen. And these are true blessings, not the shadow of blessings. 
Will you perhaps call this a curse, sister? I hope not. My, but you will become a laughing-stock, 
if you do." 


To this Antonina replies: "I would not want to argue with you on this point, sister. In this opinion 
you show yourself a heroine of lofty intelligence. To this opinion, I know, the human race owes 
its perpetuation. In any case, my strength will hold up to the third or fourth bout in a single night. 
My youth, and the spirit and passion of youth, will act with vigor. In the fifth bout beneath my 
impetuous Mars I gradually and imperceptibly began to grow ill and nauseous. When the sixth 
washed over and polluted me it was as if I were out of my mind and another person. Pleasure 
was absent when he came to the eighth. My heart ached and I was breathing with difficulty. At 
the ninth I lost all self-awareness. He was finished. I neither groaned nor complained. My mind 
had gone into a swoon and I collapsed. You know what happened next, sister. I have a foreboding 
that these nuptials will turn out badly. May Juno avert the omen. I would not wish to be 
unmarried, even if I should be slain in the middle of the act." 


"When you recovered your senses," says Isabel, "tell me, sister, how did Mafeo return to your 
good graces? For who could forgive one guilty of two crimes, the slaying of both virginity and 
virgin?" 


"With sweet words," replies Antonina, "he banished the suffering he had caused me in an instant. 
A funny thing! In the very same way that he seemed to have sent me to my death, he recalled me 
to life. He availed himself of his marital rights a few times, and I complied without suffering any 
destruction. It is true, sister. The same wounds that harm us in love also heal." 


Tullia. - Antonina performed and completed her military training on that single night. For now 
Jacobo Jimenez knows her as an excellent warrior. 


Octavia. - You would call her obliging, not unchaste. For her, chastity is not a virtue but a vice. 
She saw that the soul of the charming youth was sorely tormented by his love for her and she 
took pity on him. She saw the raging dick, she heard it imploring her aid, and she took pity. You 
would say that these fucks were not so much the act of the tender and pure Antonina, but of 
Mercy, for a perishing youth. 


Tullia. - Not unlike the way you showed pity to Theodorus. You were not being unchaste but 
merciful. An honest fuck to be sure, when motivated by virtue. 


Octavia. - It causes me shame and regret. My Caviceo left for the province of Tarragona last 
month, as you know, and the Stoic Theodorus came to visit me. "I am here," he said, "to share in 
your sorrows. It grieves me that you have been left widowed, abandoned to long mourning. For 
as Caviceo took with him half of your soul, so too half of your life. Lucky Caviceo, all too lucky 
Caviceo!" But it is true, Tullia, it causes me shame and regret. 


Tullia. - Go on, go on, you are being foolish. There is nothing I know that you do not know 
equally as well, and yet you are afraid to share with me your most intimate secrets? 


Octavia. - Some tears fell from my eyes at the mention of Caviceo. "Just as there is nothing truer 
than my pain," I reply, "so too is there nothing more bitter. I am in need of some consolement, I 
grant you, which might stay my soul and spirit as they fly after Caviceo." 


"I will stay them," answers Theodorus, "and will calm your mad turmoil, if you are willing to 
heed my words." 


"By my sorrows, I will do so," I reply, "and will be just as you want me to be, for whatever honor 
I possess I owe entirely to your ministrations." 


"Will you?" he replies. "Will you? But from the heart? Will you obey my instructions and if need 
be, my orders? Will you comply with my wishes?" 


"I will," I say. 


Then he said, "You will do well to do so. In a little while you will not even notice that Caviceo is 
gone. You will have no reason to direct your longings to the one who is absent and center on him 
your desires." 


When I answered a second time that I would obey his will, and promised him whatever sort of 
servitude he wished, he says, "I want first of all for you to swear that you will render to my 
commands the obedience that you promise, and will not renounce it." 


Why say more? Making a formal vow as he wished, with trepidation I pledged my allegiance to 
him. I allowed myself to be bound by religion against religion. 


Tullia. - I understand. When you bound yourself by an oath to be a slave to him, you lost every 
right of free birth. 


Octavia. - He immediately flaunted his absolute authority over me. He threatened that he would 
hold me a traitor and punish me for treason unless I willingly performed all the tasks of my 
servitude just as he commanded. 


"Up to this time," he says, "you have found me a cruel taskmaster in this arena of severe 
discipline. You were whipped, you were beaten. Again and again I watched in amazement your 
sufferings and the heroic strength of your resolve. Let us be done now with those severities. You 
have innocently endured even graver chastisement than your heavenly beauty deserved. Let us be 
done with those evil deceptions and fraudulent games of your mother Sempronia. You were 
wandering on steep tracks among brambles and thorny thickets. Unhappy girl, what offence did 
you commit against the Fates? Now at last under my guidance embark upon that smooth and 
pleasant road which shall lead you to felicity. 


"Hear me. We are men too of course, just like your Caviceo, but more cautious than the rest and 
of keener judgment, we occupy the highest pinnacle of wisdom. And so the girl who indulges her 
appetites and dallies with us should fear no loss to her reputation, if she is wise, and should 
believe with full confidence that she has incurred no stain of disgrace. Believe me, all things are 
allowed us which are allowed to be done in safety. For the wise, those things are proper which 
are pleasing. If you should set aside your modesty and gratify one who has advanced to the 
highest seat of true wisdom and its shining light, this shall not then be accounted lust and 
pleasure, but partly duty and partly goodness and righteousness." 


Tullia. - He spoke with sharp subtlety. What was your response? 


Octavia. - "In what way do you want me to gratify you?" I replied. "Shall I, a mortal girl, render 
obedience to a mortal divinity?" By Venus, Tullia, I did not know where his conversation was 
leading. 


Then he said: "I, whom you see with this stern countenance, my eyes swimming in mortal 
sorrow, my garments worn and tattered, my whole body shrouded in gloom, am a certain 
machine of venerable philosophy, a plaything of religious engineering. But if you wish it, I will 
willingly free myself from this machine and be to you a new Mercury.’ I will be another person 
and yet the same. Do you want me to cast off this role? You too cast off your fears. Restore to 
Octavia the pure and genuine Octavia. Behold the fog of your error. You conceal yourself from 
yourself; you lie hidden from yourself and do not perceive who you are. You are different from 
what you think yourself to be. Imitate those many noble women who have placed their 
confidence in us, the most confident race of men. Concerning themselves, their reputation, and 
all their affairs, they place as much trust in us as in their own eyes. All their hopes and joys 
reside in our astonishing sagacity. In our circle, far the most useful and celebrated dictum of 
philosophy is this: It is the part of a wise and prudent man to experience as much joy as he is 
able, but a secret joy, and to take pleasure in the good things of life as opportunity presents them 
to him, not openly but in secret. But to enjoy oneself openly, to take pleasure openly, is the mark 
of a fool and a madman. He who behaves cautiously is to be praised; he who behaves 


' The reference may be to Persius 6.62: sum tibi Mercurius; venio deus huc ego ut ille / pingitur. “For you | am 
Mercury; I come to you in that divine guise.” Mercury was thought to be a bringer of unexpected good fortune. 


imprudently, who does not flee the light, is worthy of the most severe punishment. Attractive 
girls like you, Octavia, must travel the same path to a good and happy life. Do slothful women 
take no precautions against the snares of the malevolent? Let them perish and serve as a useful 
example to all. Let them live, let them live, I say, who have wisely learned what it is to live. Let 
them live like themselves and unlike fools, by their own wiles and by the example of others. 
Imitate your mother Sempronia." 


Then he told me of my mother, how the days of her life are happy and blessed, as she avails 
herself of the counsel and manhood of Chrysogonus.' 


Tullia. - I know this Chrysogonus, a Stoic too. It is little wonder that he is best friends with 
Theodorus. The similarity of their personalities has forged this friendship. Two eggs are not more 
alike than those two, though Theodorus is a little younger, they say. 


Octavia. - Chrysogonus had taken my mother by the hand and they had entered her chamber, 
leaving me with Theodorus. Theodorus says, "What do you think Chrysogonus is doing with 
your mother at this moment? Surely the very thing that you do with Caviceo, and that I shall be 
doing with you very, very soon. For do not be deceived, I shall be for you a fountain of all 
blessings, virtues and glories, by your guardian spirit I shall, just as you shall be for me a 
fountain of honorable pleasure. For how could anything whatever seem dishonorable which 
comes from so good and honorable a woman as you to so virtuous and venerable a man as [?" 


When he was saying this, I confess, my Tullia, he seemed to me transformed into another person, 
but one more attractive and charming. I began to grow hot looking at him, before whom 
previously I had trembled in fear. He gave a soft and wanton laugh, and I laughed too; Venus 
laughed, the Amores laughed. I became emboldened, and this made him more bold. "Lo, for you 
anew marriage," he says, "and for me a new bride." At this I saw his garment, at the place where 
his manly shaft lay hidden, rise up into a bulge and bounce up and down. Nor could I refrain 
from laughter. 


Tullia. - And not from lust? 


Octavia. - I will be honest with you, I was seized by such a frenzy that I very nearly flew into his 
arms and begged to be ravished. 


He was in an agitated state. "Of course," he says, "I seem to have an inkling of what use to make 
of your body, my goddess; by no means do I know for certain. For I was only fifteen when I 
devoted myself to this sect. For a year I did not lay eyes on a woman, and IJ have not done more 
than that since. Chrysogonus encouraged me by word and by deed to be bolder. Superstition 
forbade it. It would have been an abomination for a pious Stoic. From that day forward I have 
never had relations with a woman as I have now with you, the loveliest of women. With the 
keenest devotion I kept my mind and member pure and undefiled. Through my aid and effort our 
colleagues made Chrysogonus their superior. In gratitude for so great a service, before we came 
to visit you he talked candidly and in detail about his affairs. He said that in the arms of 


' Chrysogonus doesn’t appear in the earlier dialogues, where Sempronia’s lover is a steward in her household named 
Iocondo. Their story is told in Colloquium V. 


Sempronia he had found the true happiness which we seek, strangers as we are to things divine. 
He urged me to explore what my stern air of authority and persuasive speech could accomplish 
on my behalf with a bold young woman like yourself. And he hoped that not only your youth, but 
also the absence of Caviceo, would work to the advantage of my prayers and desires. But he bid 
me not to spare my strength. 'For they expect incredible things from our loins,' he said. "We are 
that breed of men who are all Herculeses in bed. The longer a man has engaged in hostilites with 
Venus, the wilder and lustier he is when peace has been struck and he returns into favor with her.' 


"You will have then, Octavia, my Venus, a lover who will not fail to fulfill his duty or your 
desire, an athlete that even queens might pray for." So saying he planted a kiss. 


"What is this?" I said. "What is it that you want? Is this your wisdom, your austerity?" 


"Nay, what is it that you want, foolish girl?" he replied. "Do you wish to be a despiser of religion 
and your spirit to be contaminated by perjury?" 


"I do not," I say. 


"And I shall do what I do," he replies, "and I shall do it most wonderfully. When I do battle with 
you may life desert me before my strength." 


Upon saying this he pushes me onto the bed as I put up a feeble resistance. 
Tullia. - Splendid! 


Octavia. - As I lie on my back he quickly rolls up my dress with a trembling hand. "Your skiff is 
split by a crack. .. how convenient!" Behold, Tullia, the madness of lust. He falls to his knees, he 
kisses. . . 


Tullia. - What does he kiss? Oh, oh! 


Octavia. - "O shrine of the queen of gods and men!" he says, licking my middle part. "I fall to 
my knees at your threshold. I worship you. Allow me for now to pay homage with my mouth and 
my kisses. Hear me, good Venus, and show favor." So saying he rises to his feet and... O 
monster! ... my Tullia, my Tullia, he releases from its prison a dick that is the queen of all dicks! 
Venus herself never beheld such a dick on Mars, nor the Lampsacene matrons on Priapus, nor 
Omphale on Hercules. And if you compared the dicks of Caviceo and Callias' to it, it would be 
like comparing the skinny tails of mice to the thick, swift tail of a lion. I do not lie. 


Tullia. - For this breed of men, as the rest of their members shrink this one grows larger. Just as 
for other men, when the spleen grows larger the other parts of the body grow smaller. 


Octavia. - Are you charging Theodorus with emaciation? 
Tullia. - You could not deny it about Chrysogonus. 


' Callias is Tullia’s husband. 


Octavia. - Among his fellow Stoics none is held in higher esteem than Theodorus. In renown for 
mind and member he surpasses them all by a wide margin. But I hate Chrysogonus and 
Theodorus does not share my opinion of him. The two communicate to one another all their 
thoughts, all their joys and pleasures. By speaking of them, they say, they experience again those 
delightful moments. Those fleeting pleasures that vanish in an instant, they happily keep alive for 
days and nights. A pox on the foul Chrysogonus! He wildly abuses the head of my mother. 


Tullia. - Does the wretch irrumate the wretched woman? Does she obligingly fellate him? Does 
Sempronia allow a cunt to be sought and found on her body where one is not? Has she become a 
woman of impure mouth and breath? It was once said of the noble courtesan Claudia that she 
was a Coan in the dining room and a Nolan in bed.' The women of Nola and Lesbos and Oscan 
women were infamous for this kind of sex. Ovid in the Priapea called it the third punishment.’ 
They say that crows copulate with their mouths. There is an allusion to this in an elegant couplet: 
Genial crow, why are you known for fellatio, when no dick has entered your head?? This 
obscenity which first originated in Lesbos has spread to almost all lands and peoples. The 
Emperor Tiberius was by nature and age prone to this sexual practice. Those who have tried it 
once become wildly enamored of it. For men advanced in age the dick is not as responsive as it is 
for those in the vigor of youth. Believe me, the dick is not the same as a finger.‘ They seek the 
summit; that is where an old dick comes to life. What one mouth denies, the other provides. A 
worn-out, feeble dick loves to be sucked. But if that foot-long pole of your Theodorus swells, I 
am afraid that it might hurt your mouth, which is of course very small. So also were the most 
beautiful of heroines abused. When Meleager took pleasure from Atalanta he did not spare her 
mouth. Parrhasius portrayed Atalanta obliging Meleager in this way. Tiberius dedicated this 
painting in his bedroom, in the shrine to the Lares.° 


Octavia. - But he dedicated it to lust and mad shamelessness. 


Tullia. - You are angered by the lust and shamelessness of Chrysogonus with your mother. I am 
amazed that she submitted to this outrage. I am amazed at her silence. She never said a word to 
me about it. 


Octavia. - This depravity surpasses all limits of depravity. A couple of days ago Chrysogonus 
visited my mother in the afternoon. All was quiet and secure. How delirious he became as he 
sported with her! 


"This morning," he said, "I learned of a new type of pleasure. One of our leading men, who does 
not repent of experiencing it, said that he thought there was nothing fouler and more disgusting 


' This is a cryptic bit of wordplay found in Quintilian. No interpretation has received general acceptance. It seems 
clear how Chorier interpreted it, at least in part. (Quint. /nst. 8.6) 

> The reference is to Priapea 13. In this epigram the garden god Priapus threatens boy thieves with sodomy, girls 
with rape, and adult males with “the third punishment,” i.e. irrumation. 

3 Martial Epigrams 14.74 

4 Martial Epigrams 6.23.1-2: “Lesbia, you’re always demanding my penis to stand up for you. / Believe me, a dick is 
not the same as a finger.” 

> Suetonius Tiberius 44 


than the lower part of his woman, the part that makes her a women (and he married a most 
beautiful woman). He said that purulent Harpies live in that cesspool, while in this place dwells a 
pure Venus and pure Amores." Chrysogonus gave her a kiss on the mouth. "He therefore flees 
that pit that reeks of sulfur and hates it. He loves the pure mouth, the seductive head. He relies on 
it alone, is aroused by it alone. His wife is as clever as she is beautiful, but she is above all 
obedient. She acknowledges no pleasure that does not belong to her husband. She is pleased 
when he is pleased. She assents to all her husband's desires and gratifies them. She offers 
compliance with her mouth. 


"What would you do, Sempronia, if I should ask this of you? For if you should deny, I will deny 
that you remember your promise and the pledge that you gave me. Then too, you are well aware 
that the beautiful body of an attractive woman is nothing other than a living treasure house of 
desires, as Socrates used to say, where men store their pleasures and retrieve them, and into 
which they channel the hot waves of their lust. Whether this is done by this pure channel" (he 
gives a kiss) "or that foul one" (he points to the bottom of her abdomen with his finger) "what, 
pray, is the difference? If you are heedful of your duty, you will have no regard for your pleasure, 
for perchance there will be none." 


He won her over by persuasion, though she had invested him with the right to command. "Ho!" 
she says smiling, as she was about to receive the swelling dick. "What sort of pipe do you bid me 
play at this entertainment, and what tunes do you wish to hear?" Then she takes the head of the 
shaft in her lips, she wraps her tongue around it and provides new delights to the dick as it enters 
its new home. She sensed the coming onrush of love's briny torrent; she drew back in horror. 


And what remains to be said were better concealed in eternal silence. O horrible secret! 


"You do not want me, I think, to be polluted by so criminal an act," said my mother. "Shall I 
drink a liquid human?" 


Tullia. - There is in fact a human in semen. 


Octavia. - As soon as she spoke an abundant shower fell and stained her clothes. He was a little 
angry. "Have you dared, madwoman," he says, "to spoil so splendid a performance?" 


"Forgive me," she says, "you will find me more obedient. If not, torture me as you wish. If there 
is anything of mine that will give you pleasure, use it. That will be sufficient pleasure for me, 
even in the grip of nausea." 


Tullia. - She kept her promise and drank liquid humans? A salty thing! For semen has a salty 
quality. 


Octavia. - She did indeed. 


I slept with Leonor last night. Leonor's bed is a nest of witty merriment! What slutty things she 
did and said! She gave me a kiss and congratulated her mouth, because from my lips it had 
gathered the heavenly gift of a kiss. "But who knows," she said, "whether one day your lips will 


serve an evil passion? I fear that in the delirium of love they might serve a function other than 
their own. My cousin Mancia married Marino, a man from Naples. The breast of Marino burns 
with the sulfurous, hellish flames of the most depraved desires. The madman seeks a woman in 
Mancia even above the breasts, the place where a woman begins, or ends. He seeks the mouth, as 
if the cunt of the girl had fled there, or as if the mouth and cunt had formed some sort of 
partnership for sharing in the games of Venus. I chided her for allowing this injury to be inflicted 
on her and her sex. 


"What do you want?’ she answers. 'Does Marino abstain from this foulness? There is nothing for 
me to say. Does he stop my mouth with his debauchery? He also stops me from saying what I 
wish. If he forbears, there is nothing for me to complain of. If he does not, I am unable to 
complain. We please our husbands on no other account than that we are women. She who will 
prove herself a woman in whatever place she is sought will be far the most pleasing of all.’ 


"Behold, my Octavia," added Leonor, "the mad frenzy of Alfonso. A few days ago, after 
thrusting his spear in me two or three times in true warfare, he poised it at my mouth. 


'That siege engine of yours, Alfonso,’ I say, 'is not suited for ramming this gate. You are mad, and 
you want me to be mad.' 


‘I would like for you to be mad, but not me,' replies Alphonso. 'For I owe it to your madness that 
you love me, and not to my own deserts. But if I begin to go mad, I might perchance forget the 
honor which I owe you, I who would prefer to die than not to live for you." 


"With these words he moved my hard heart, and swayed me to yield to this outrage. I willingly 
moved my half-open mouth toward his flaming, leaping prick. The matter progressed no further, 
for the erudite dick of its own accord returned to the place from which it had wandered. It 
completed in the middle region the lewd act which it had shamelessly begun in this higher 
region." 


Tullia. - Leonor is not the sort who would imitate the chaste wrath of Mallonia; by your 
salaciousness, she is not. Mallonia, in order to save herself from being disgraced in this way, 
when led to Tiberius plunged a sword through her breast.' She preferred to open a way for death 
by stabbing herself with a sword, than to open her mouth for the soft leather flap of a filthy old 
man. She won fame for her chastity not with gold, as many women do, but with steel. Elvira and 
Theodosia (you know the girls) say that in their mouth they have a haven for the strolling prick, 
their friend, and they are quite happy they do. 


Listen to how this insanity came about. Prometheus had molded a man but a penis was lacking. 
He fashioned this better part from purer mud. Before he attached it he washed it in a spring. Then 
he molded a female body. He infused both with life. The woman was thirsty. She moved her lips 
to the same spring and drank. From this there arose the affinity of a woman's mouth with the 
penis. 


' Suetonius Tiberius 45 


They say that Gonzalo of Cordoba,’ the great military commander, in his latter years was 
delighted by this type of pleasure. He was also a cunnilinctor, a vice of old age (for you could not 
persuade me otherwise). A beautiful girl of twenty served his pleasure. When he wanted to lick 
her middle, he said that he wished to go to Liguria, and when he wanted to seek the summit and 
abuse her mouth, he said that he was wanting to go to the Orient. Just so, in the vigor of his 
youth, if he desired a boy for his prurient penis (for he was also a most enthusiatic buggerer), he 
said that he was planning to go to Aversa, a famous city.” The road to that town is aswarm with 
our men like no other. 


Octavia. - I will speak freely. What is often called virtue is not so much steadfastness of spirit as 
stubborn ferocity; less a choice than a delusion; a certain blind impulse, not the sound judgment 
of an untroubled mind. 


Tullia. - So it was for Elisabeta. She was about to marry Franco the centurion. She heard your 
Chrysogonus preach some nonsense against marriage, as Stoics do, with arguments more 
outlandish than compelling. It was as if she had suddenly become another person. She 
immediately changed her plans and banished all thoughts of marriage. The stubborn girl was not 
swayed by the tears of her lover, nor by the prayers of her mother or the pleas of her kinsmen. 
She did not walk to the Vestals, she flew to them with the swiftness of an eagle. Yet after a year 
or two she felt remorse for what she had done. She saw herself and her condition with new eyes. 
She saw that she was wretched, and that those who enjoyed the embraces of men were blessed. 
Just as in the beginning the centurion had been inflamed by the hope of possessing her, so at last 
he was inflamed by despair with a fiercer longing. Finally, with the help of a sister he has an 
opportunity to enjoy Elisabeta; she becomes pregnant. They make a pact between them; he seizes 
her and carries her off. A truly astonishing piety! She became a concubine to a man to whom, out 
of piety, she refused to marry. An astonishing achievement for Chrysogonus! He snatched a 
woman from her husband so that he could give her to her ravisher. 


These men strive to win fame among the rabble, not to earn praise among the wise and 
distinguished, whom it is not easy to delude. They prefer the larger group to the better, a 
plenitude of sick minds to minds that are sound. 


Octavia. — There is a charming story about Livia making the rounds. She had a brilliant 
reputation for chastity before she married Alejandrino Borgia, and it remained untarnished after 
her marriage. When he was taken by a violent illness and departed from the living, she too 
departed from the sight of men. So that her fame might shine the more brightly, the demented 
woman fled to the dark haunts of the Vestals. She abandoned the petty affairs of mortals to the 
blind; this is how she expressed it. Scorning riches and honors she sought true riches. She was 
buried alive, and Chrysogonus led the funeral procession. But after a few months she felt herself 
return to life. Chrysogonus himself led the buried woman from her tomb. He was the first to 
tempt the pious, chaste woman with vice, and the first to practice it with her. It required so great 


' Gonzalo de Cordoba (1453-1515), Spanish general. He was admired for his word-play and witticisms. See Paolo 
Giovio, [lustrium Virorum Vitae, (Florentiae, 1551), 257-259. 

? Liguria suggests the Latin word for lick (ligurio); Orient the word for mouth in the dative case (ori); Aversa means 
turned around, from the rear. 


aman to overcome so great a virtue. In the vessels of Venus, the virtue of the one was 
commingled with the virtue of the other. 


Tullia. - In short, virtue fucked virtue. 


Octavia. - In the community of virgins there lived a young man who was robust and handsome 
and very well-built. He was employed to tend the gardens. The young Livia spent much time 
with the young man and took great pleasure in his company. Around this time there was a rumor 
that the surrounding neighborhood was stricken with a pestilence. The city was a scene of foul 
desolation. The timid Vestals fled. Angela, Bridget and Livia remained behind to guard the 
household, along with the Vestal Maxima, their superior. Livia saw that she was in love with 
Pedro (this was the name of the gardener) and felt no shame. The young man was aware that he 
was loved and felt triumphant. Opportunity was not lacking, but the proper moment for it. They 
did not have long to wait. By chance Maxima slipped at the top of the stairs, and plunging 
headlong she dragged Bridget with her in her disastrous fall. After many long days and much 
difficulty the injured women were at last restored to health and their strength returned. In the 
meanwhile Livia had complete freedom to do whatever she wished. The girls placed great hope 
and confidence in Pedro, because the tireless youth rendered exceptional aid in looking after the 
invalids. In the afternoon hours when the sun was baking, the sleep which had not visited them 
during the night kindly fell upon all the members of the community and held them fast. Livia 
was walking about alone in an inner chamber in contemplation, thinking much of Pedro and her 
love for him, and of her unhappiness. Pedro appears before her. As he flies to her the brazen 
Livia receives him with outstretched arms. Each took from the other the pleasure that is supreme. 


The following day, with the aid and connivance of Livia, Pedro ambushes Angela. A virgin of 
mature years (for she was twenty-five), Angela exuded and inspired desire, which she hated. The 
conquest was not quick or easy, but she was conquered. Love conquers all. Two times Pedro 
clashed with her, willing or not. But in the second conflict the fighting was fierce. When the deed 
was accomplished, Livia arrived on the scene. Angela, blushing with the maidenly modesty 
which she had lost, did not dare to look at her. A seductive and wanton smile repeatedly crossed 
her face. Finally, that night after dinner Maxima ordered everyone to tend to the needs of the 
body and to refresh themselves with sleep. What happened then? Pedro lay among the women 
and they tended to the needs of the body. Bridget fell too, for a second time. But whereas her fall 
with Maxima had battered her, she was blessed by her fall with Pedro. 


Tullia. - This fate awaits you too, good Maxima. You will be fucked, you will be fucked. You are 
deserving of this honor, honorable matron that you are. 


Octavia. - When her strength was restored to some degree, Maxima nonetheless continued to 
complain, groaning that she still had a long road ahead of her before she regained her former 
health. Livia was there: "Do you want, mistress," she said, "to quickly travel the rest of that 
road?" 


"I would like that very much," she answers. "What must I do?" 


"First of all, rejoice," replies Livia, "then rejoice a second time, and after you have rejoiced with 


all rejoicing, rejoice again, and rejoice without end with the greatest rejoicing. The day that is 
given to sorrow is stolen from life." 


Maxima allowed herself to be persuaded and it was to her advantage to do so. Those who woo 
the gods and long for heaven do not for that reason hate the earth. 


All immediately praise the liveliness and charm of Pedro. They say that his sweet singing and 
nimble dancing are entertaining, as is the supple shaking of his hips. She bids him to be 
summoned; he appears. He sings and is pleasing. "Now dance," says Maxima, "for you are an 
excellent and talented dancer. These girls sing your praises." 


"But mistress," replies Pedro, "the respect which I owe you robs me of my nerve. I would not be 
so bold." 


"Think of me as one of the others," adds Maxima. "Demonstrate your skill." 


"And so I will," replies Pedro. "Nor, I believe, will you have reason to regret my dance. They call 
it The Hussy." 


"What is this dance, Pedro? I do not know it," says Maxima. "When I fled the world of men I had 
not heard of it. Perhaps it did not exist then." 


"It did," says Pedro, "but you never danced it. You will not see or hear the sort of dance it is, but 
will experience it for yourself. With agile hips you shall dance it with me." 


While they were talking everyone left the room. Maxima was thirty years old, with a magnificent 
body and a sparkling intelligence. She was sitting on a couch. When she saw that she had been 
left alone, she saw that it was a trap. What was she to do? Pedro leaps atop her, he gives her a 
kiss, he places one hand on her breast and the other beneath her dress. She struggles, resists, 
raises a loud cry. But all around her is deaf and mute. With shameless effrontery the insolent dick 
offers violence to the venerable vulva. At first this intrusion mitigated her ferocious anger to a 
degree. Nevertheless, she wept and burst into loud wailing. 


"What have you dared do, you nobody!" she said. 


He laughed. "By the navel of Venus and your own," he said, "when you learn that this man Pedro 
for whom you feel such rage is a noble and one of your kinsmen, all these waves of wrath, I 
know, will subside. But I will pacify you somewhat before you learn of it. Only banish that 
modesty of yours, which destroys both your pleasures and my own. The act has been 
accomplished; you cannot undo what has been done. If you are wise, you will commit all this to 
silence." 


Tullia. - Excellent! 


Octavia. - A little later he took the ultimate pleasure from Maxima without coercion. Stretched 
out in the middle of the bed she did battle in a more suitable position. Pedro plunged his 


glistening dagger into her flesh. She became frantic and lost all restraint. As he screwed her she 
plied him with kisses, fast and thick. She responded to his thrusts by assailing him with fierce 
thrusts of her own. Soon she felt herself bathed in the titillating delights of Dione's flood and in 
the gushing streams of Amor. Livia, Angela and Bridget stood beside the shaking bed, singing 
lewd hymns. 


Tullia. - But who is this Pedro? 


Octavia. - He belongs to the noble and illustrious Ponce family of Portugal. Rodrigo Ponce was 
in love with Margarita Menezia and she returned his love in equal measure. Aristippus, from the 
same philosophical sect, envied Rodrigo his extraordinary happiness. The wretch burned with 
love and had nothing to hope for. As evil men are wont to do, he resolved in his mind to wrest 
the girl from the embraces of Rodrigo. He denies her to the beckoning Hymen. He cloaks his evil 
scheme with many noble pretexts. He bewitches the girl's soft, tender mind with deceptive 
illusions. She sheds the role of Margarita and assumes that of a Vestal. The same fever assails 
Rodrigo. Aristippus leads him into the same pit into which he himself had fallen. Rodrigo adopts 
the philosophy and enrolls in the sect. Behold, Tullia, and laugh. A year had not yet passed and 
he regretted what he had done. To the applause of his friends and good conscience, he returns 
home to his family. In the meantime those in authority had sent Margarita to this city, to her aunt 
Clemencia. This was the name of Maxima, when she was alive. 


Tullia. - Ha ha ha! So then a woman who fucks is not alive. Ha ha! But that is the language they 
use. The Stoics eat, they drink, they fuck, and yet they deny that they belong to the world of the 
living. Ha ha! How delightful! They deny that they are alive. . . 


[A section is missing from the autograph. ] 


Octavia. - .. . For the one they call Livia is Margarita, having changed her name as is customary. 
By this stratagem the wily and vigorous cuntsman regained Margarita and sweated at hoeing and 
tilling the secret gardens of the other girls. 


Tullia. - Just as Theodorus did yours. For you left him at the gate of your watered garden, 
swinging a mattock worthy of the gardener Priapus. Why do you loiter, you who cannot bear 
being idle? Why do you loiter? Let him in. 


Octavia. - And I let him in. Goddess Pertunda, help me!! His gigantic dick leapt upward. "You 
must think that I am a heifer, and not a girl," I said. "What girl could endure that? I will not 
endure it." 


"Take courage," he replied, "you will endure it. You who have borne a calf will bear a bull. Come 
now, my goddess, you will have no further cause in the future to envy Venus and Juno." 


So saying, with a ferocious lunge he flings himself into the soft fold of desire. Caviceo had 
inflicted a lighter injury when he deflowered me. I gave a groan. "Hush," he says scoldingly. I 


stifled my voice and he stifled me. O club of Hercules! For it was thirteen inches long and as 


' Pertunda was the Roman goddess of sexual penetration. See Augustine Civitas Dei 6.9. 


thick as your arm. It could serve as a mast in the spacious skiff of Venus. 


Tullia. - They say that each girl's knob can accommodate a shaft of the same thickness as her arm 
without serious discomfort. Do you know Clemencia, who just the other day wed the Marquis 
Raimundo here in our neighborhood? 


Octavia. - I know her. A thin body and an elegant figure. 


Tullia. - The tool of Raimundo is short. His inflamed stump does not exceed five inches, but its 
thickness is such as to defy belief. Those who knew of the suffering that awaited the delicate 
maiden pitied her. They said she could be no match for a warrior with so monstrous a weapon. 
The mother too was fearful for her daughter. But Raimundo was a man of great wealth and of the 
highest character, while the home of Clemencia was impoverished, and she was ripe for a man, 
being twenty years old. What was her mother to do? She communicates her fears to her sister 
Anna Guzman, who in turn shares them with Clemencia. 


"It does not escape a girl of your age and intelligence, my Clemencia," she says (the mother had 
departed), "what your role will be when you marry Raimundo. It will be your task and duty that 
he use and abuse your member as he wishes. This your part shall be.” 


"I indeed have an inkling of what my part shall be," the girl replies smiling. 


"But the one who now looms before you, Raimundo, is a mule with a long, thick tree branch for 
a member. Yet he must make a way for himself down the pathway of Venus through the itching 
vein of your sex to arrive at full pleasure. This will not be done without causing you terrible 
torment, and perhaps it will not be done at all. Consider in your mind of what mind you are in 
this." 


The girl looked fearful: "You know, sweetest aunt, the poverty of our unfortunate home and how 
narrow our circumstances are." 


"I know this," replies Anna, "but I want to know too, and it is in your benefit that I know, how 
narrow your circumstances are beneath your skirt. For if your husband finds you a poor fit for his 
pleasures you will perish, and the marriage bond shall be severed for both him and you. People 
say that he has never had full intercourse with a woman. Women who are their own masters 
refused to submit to his efforts at ramming them. You will be forced to." 


"And I will submit," says Clemencia, "and with an eager spirit. Love will provide me with 
strength and courage. I love him desperately. Perhaps I will not meet with death." 


"But come," replies Anna, "let me see whether your field of Venus is sufficiently wide for battle." 
So saying, she moved her brash hand beneath her dress. 


"Oh! Oh!" said the girl. "You are taxing my modesty much more than is permitted an honorable 
woman." 


' Vergil Aeneid 6.852. 


"O foolish shame!" replies Anna, and she handles the part veiled with soft, curly down, she parts 
the lips, she inserts her finger. 


The girl roars and becomes frantic with an unfamiliar itching. "But what is this, dearest aunt?" 
she said. "You are stirring in me a desire that I do not know. You are kindling in my marrow 
flames that I hate. Cease to vex a pure girl." 


"That is but a small sample of what a husband is permitted," says Anna. "Like the rest of your 
body, this spot is of the sort that Venus would fashion for her own daughters, or pray for: very 
lively and fit for pleasure. All will end well and happily. You are finely prepared for battle. Only 
endure with firmness, for he will strike with firmness.” She added other things as well, but these 
were not to the point. “In any event, it is better for you to be butchered in bed than to live in 
misery in this human life." 


Why do I keep you waiting, Octavia? The following night she suffered six assaults. She was 
butchered, yet she did not utter a sound. In the third assault the shaft of the Herculean club 
completely penetrated her tender body. She was made a woman, and well drenched by love's 
fiery shower. But when morning came there were various signs of carnage. The sheets were 
stained with blood in the place where the virgin lay when she was split. She herself was rent 
beyond what any other girl could have endured with steadfast heart. She could scarcely stand on 
her feet, scarcely take a step. 


Octavia. - By your prurience, I wet myself when I recall the pleasure that saturated my senses as 
the blazing streams poured from the tube of Theodorus into my innermost recesses of desire. I 
will continue my story. 


I was lying on my back at the edge of the couch, in an unsuitable position. The hero's raw branch 
is thrust into me with great violence. It completely penetrates me as I lie motionless. But four 
inches of it remained exposed. I wrapped my fingers around it; it entered no further. O good 
Venus, then it began to flow! I thought that all pleasures everywhere, all that are or have been or 
shall be in future years, were flowing together into this good part of mine, that all Venuses had 
gathered there, so that this Venus of mine might be more pleasing and joyful and charming. I 
thought that the heavenly joys of the choicest delights created by Venus were falling like rain 
into my vitals from her heavens. The liquid thunderbolts of love struck me as I turned to liquid. 
Burning in my secret abode I drank in the hot drops. 


He retreated, reduced now to nothingness. I saw the dick as it fled. It was now but a wasted 
fragment of itself. What was once a hero was now a vile rag. 


Tullia. - You enjoyed a victorious triumph over Theodorus. Did your splendid mother Sempronia 
do the same with Chrysogonus? 


Octavia. - By our comical tales, a comic affair. You will laugh. 


"Do you want to see now," I say to Theodorus, "how Chrysogonus and my mother are enjoying 


themselves, what sort of combat they are engaging in?" 


"I do," he says, planting a kiss. "Yet I deny that the happiness of Chrysogonus, however great it 
is, can be compared to mine. In your embrace, my queen, my goddess, in your kisses sweet as 
nectar, I have found a happiness beyond belief." 


"Follow me," I reply, "but on tiptoe." 


Above the bedroom in which they were sporting, one of the beams on the floor had split. The 
crack, suitably widened, provided an easy view of my mother's bedroom and her wedding bed. 
This is for her the field of Venus and Mars. 


Tullia. - Even the most sharp-sighted women often overlook many things that work their ruin. 
Fear everything, that you might fear nothing. Lucia, the wife of Manrique Fonseca, fell victim to 
a trap of this sort and perished. For when a woman becomes a slave to another's pleasure and her 
own fear, has she not truly perished? She was in love with Juan, one of her servants, a most 
charming creature. He was loved too by one of the maids, a girl of savage temperament. The 
maid removes a couple of the tiles in the floor of an upper chamber and bores a hole in various 
places in the boards, so that she might look into the bedroom of her mistress. Because she saw 
that she was being spurned by Juan, in order to feed her wrath, day and night the crazed lover 
kept careful watch as if from a lookout tower to see what was being done in Lucia's bedroom. 


It happened once not so early in the morning that Juan was summoned to Lucia; for Manrique 
had gone out hunting at dawn, another Meleager.! The viper heard of it and flies to the lookout. 
She sees Lucia lying in bed draped in a sheet, in such a way that there could be no doubt that she 
both did and did not wish to appear naked. Her chest, breasts and thighs were uncovered, as if 
through negligence, but her belly and the choicer part of her abdomen lay hidden. Listen to the 
horrible crime of the vicious maidservant. She runs to Judith, the sister of Manrique, who was 
jealous of the gifts and fine qualities of Lucia. She bids her look at what was taking place within. 
Juan was asking his mistress to take pity on his steadfast love, which was miserably consuming 
him. He made a lewd proposal, pressed himself upon her. She refused, she fought him off. 


"Let it be reward enough for you, my Juan, to know that I truly love you. But never will I allow 
myself to be defiled by adulterous embraces, not even if kings should love me. I gladly grant you 
the one thing that I can. You may look on all my attributes as you wish. With your skillful hands 
and eyes you may explore my charms as you please. But attempt nothing beyond that. You will 
waste both your effort and your oil." 


"I understand, mistress," said Juan. "You who grant to my love so many of your favors deny me 
all. I see that unfortunately I waste my effort; at least assist me by your fondling to waste my oil 
as well." 

"I will do so if you wish," says Lucia. "Here is my left hand, use it." 


The boy was erect. He was not so very richly endowed, being but a lad of sixteen. He asks her to 


' Tn Greek mythology Meleager was a great hunter, the leader of the famous Caledonian boar chase. 


take hold of his prick. She does so laughing. "See what a good and generous mistress I am to 
you. I serve as a slave to your pleasure." 


He moves his right hand to Lucia's breasts and then to her good part. Lucia grabbed the goat and 
began to milk it. Standing upright next to the bed he toyed with her labia with a ridiculous 
darting of his fingers. "Oh your smooth white hand!" he said "How it indulges me, as if it were a 
marvelous cunt! How I would bless you and fill you with happiness! Faster, faster!" 


Lucia smiled and lent to the lively dick her frantic assistance. Suddenly it spewed a great 
quantity of seminal fluid into the linen cloth that had been placed before it. Meanwhile the boy's 
right hand was not idle in its encounter with Lucia. His middle finger worked feverishly in the 
panting girl's gulf of Venus. Aroused by love's frenzy she began to grind her hips; at the same 
moment she felt herself begin to come. "Yes! Yes!" she said in her mad excitement. As she spoke 
the boy closed her mouth with thick kisses. An abundance of boiling white juice poured from her 
mobile loins and beguiled the chaste adulteress with its sweet titillation. 


Joys are near neighbors of sorrows. So has it been ordained by cruel Fate. Judith prances about in 
triumph. "I have chains in wait for you, Lucia," she says, "and the rack. I will rule, you will be a 
slave. Follow me, Mancia" (this was the name of the servant). "Let us go straight to the 
adulteress. If she does not consent, she will die." 


Mancia felt stirred by love and these threats moved her to pity. "I do not deny, mistress," she 
says, "that they both deserve some small punishment. But in any event, it was the foolery of mad 
adolescence, not a terrible crime of young people abandoned to vice and corruption." 


"We shall see," she replies. "But you follow me. When I have entered the brothel of the 
concubine, carefully bar the doors. If you do so, you will spare yourself a great deal of grief." 


There followed many memorable events, some sad and bitter, but sweet and delightful ones too. 
In the meanwhile return to your story of Theodorus. 


Octavia. - When we came to the lookout, we saw Chrysogonus leading his goddess (for this is 
what he called her) toward the bed that was in the corner. "What do you think, my goddess," he 
said, "Theodorus is doing now with Octavia?" 


"I know what they are doing," she says, "for I heard the sound of her groaning, as if suffering 
violence. He is teaching the girl to travel the difficult path that leads to glory and I rejoice."! 


"Not at all," replies Chrysogonus. "He is splitting the poor girl with his foot-and-a-half pole. That 
is the reason for her cries. I would have thrown my faithful comrade into your arms too, but the 
love that I have for you would not allow me to think of it. I even feel anger and jealousy for your 
husband because I have to share my joys with him. I urged Theodorus to strive to win the girl 
with his wiles. I knew he would not meet with a refusal." 


'Tn the fifth dialogue, Octavia is persuaded by her mother to submit to flagellation at the hands of Theodorus, as a 
kind of religious exercise prior to her marriage. 


Saying this, he threw himself on his back in the bed. "O my heavenly sweetheart!" he said. 
"Instill in your lover the delirium of love with your kisses. Ingenious and wanton woman, arouse 
in me your own lewdness." 


"A curse on this tattered robe of yours!" answered mother. "It denies to me that beloved breast 
that I long for. This patchwork of foul rags cloaks all your many charms in a philosophical mist. I 
will scatter these clouds which conceal you, my light, from me. I will roll up this womanly dress 
as high as I can. A curse on the seamster! How can these long flowing robes be fit for a 
philosopher when they are not fit for a man? For a true man a long dick is proper, not a long 
robe." 


Between kisses, she attacks the swelling muscle with gentle raps. "Behold," she said, "the lust 

that tramples chastity! Behold that proud empress of dicks! Lazy and senseless, it lies languid. 

But lo, listless dick, a cunt that challenges you to battle. With my left hand as herald it declares 
war on you." 


"Come, bare your chest, my queen," replies Chrysogonus, "and you can, since you are clothed in 
that flowing dress. Reveal the milky globes of your breasts. And cast off your petticoat, if you 
want me to be supremely blessed. You will be even more beautiful than you are if you are nude. 
You are too well graced by your own endowments as to require ornament and fine apparel." 


She obeys and takes off her dress and petticoat. A slip remained. Chrysogonus ordered her to 
take it off; it flowed to her feet. A crimson blush spread over the cheeks of the honorable matron. 
"What further shame can you heap upon me?" she says. "What more will you command me to 
do, o master, to whom I seem to have sold my very soul?" 


By Castor, her body was bright and lovely! 
Tullia. - I know. 


Octavia. - Chrysogonus was impatient of delay. "You have removed your clothing," he says. 
"Now, my Sempronia, assume that position which you know gives me so much pleasure." As he 
lies on his back she leaps atop him, and sitting down facing him with her thighs spread, she 
thrusts the glistening spearhead into herself with her hand. 


Then Theodorus says: "This scene fills me with love and mad longing. Let us go, my Octavia, to 
engage in our own affairs, for we are not made of stone." 


We leave. He tosses me onto the bed and places me in a more comfortable position than I had 
been in at our first coupling. "Look at all this, Octavia." He was brandishing his javelin in his left 
hand. "When you have seen it, you will not envy your mother her Chrysogonus." 


"But I am suddenly feeling very curious," I reply. "Give it here, let me measure it." Could you 
believe it, Tullia? It measured thirteen inches to the very tip, and shaking in agitation it 
threatened this unfortunate girl with terrible torment. 


"I am very much afraid," I say, "that this beam, long and thick as it is, cannot fit inside my 
framework. I will try. But by Venus, enter gently, not violently; glide in, do not burst in; play, do 
not mutilate." 


He had moved his siege engine to the gate and was now investing my citadel. I raise my thighs. 
He drives the battering ram inside yet I remain still. He throws himself atop me with all his 
strength yet I remain still. Everything inside me was torn, rent, shattered. The innermost reaches 
of my womb were horribly battered. The sturdy framework of the citadel collapsed at the violent 
impact of the hammering log. I pluck the spear from my wound; I could barely get my fingers 
around the ferocious thing. Of such a mass it was!' I quickly squeeze it and it erupts in a great 
shower of balsam. This sweetly soothed the folds of my injured vulva which had suffered so 
bloody a wound. Moved to a pitch of desire, with incredible titillation I melted. Never, by Castor, 
did the thirsty vulva release the ambrosia of Venus with greater pleasure. How pleasing it was 
that it is as bibulous as it is! But after I give him a kiss I shake a useless weight. I merrily remove 
myself. 


Laughing, I grab the man's beard with an eager hand. "This is a nuisance to my lovemaking," I 
say. "Come, give it here, I will cut off this long, brazen, goatish beard." And I move the scissors 
to it. 


"Do not do it!" he shouts. "If you cut it off you would rob me of my glory. Do not do it, foolish 
girl. For this wisdom of ours resides mainly in our beard, not so much in our morals. It makes us 
the equals of the bearded Jove and the other highest gods. For the gods of middle rank and the 
plebeian gods are beardless. And a beard becomes important men of quality. The distinction of a 
long, wooly beard becomes an emperor. The vicar of the abbot of Saint Dionysius once showed 
me the commentaries of Dionysius the Areopagite (for this is their boast) written in Greek. They 
were given as a gift to Charles the Bald by the Byzantine Emperor Manuel.” Manuel is depicted 
in the front of the book with his wife and children. Manuel has a long beard, reaching to the 
middle of his chest. The book was produced with exceptional artistry and was once covered with 
gems and gold. The good monks had removed the gems and gold. They did not remove the beard 
from Manuel; it was not made of gold. Among the monks of Saint Dionysius, their own 
Dionysius would have had a golden beard, just as Apollo at Syracuse."* Thus Theodorus. 


"I will not dishonor," I say, "this beard of yours. I will spare it for you, who, poor and destitute as 
you are, have enriched me with so many good things, and with so many trembling treasures of 
good Venus." 


Tullia. - You bungler, you could not fully enjoy your good fortune. But your Caviceo is a full 
eleven inches when erect. 


Octavia. - Ridiculous! He is no more than nine. What is that compared to Theodorus? 


' Vergil Aeneid 1.33. 

? The Byzantine Emperor Manuel II Palaiologos gave this illustrated manuscript to the abbey of St. Denis in 1408. It 
is currently in the Louvre. There was another manuscript of Dionysius the Areopagite given to the monastery in the 
ninth century by Charles the Bald. The monk at St. Denis has here confused the two. 

3 For the reference to the golden beard see Persius 2.56-58; Cicero De Natura Deorum 3.83. 


Tullia. - My Pertunda!'! Why were not Callias or Lampridio so beautifully endowed? I would 
enjoy myself, I would. 


Octavia. - But you said that it enhances the beauty of a woman if her conch is only slightly open 
to receive the dew. Therefore there is no glory in a thicker dick, since it detracts from the glory of 
a tight cunt. The pathway that leads to pleasure should be a narrow one. The act of love is never 
more pleasing than when it is performed in tight places. Hence that witty remark by Prince John,” 
who was also the prince of masturbators, who said that he found the sort of cunt he wanted in his 
own hand, which was neither loose nor smelling of brine. 


Tullia. - And the goddesses of love also commend a cunt that is not entirely buried between the 
thighs but is no more than nine or ten inches from the navel. For many girls the pubis descends 
so low that the way to Venus seems to lie in the rear. Copulation with these women is difficult. 
Theodora Aspilcueta could be deflowered only when she was on her knees with her chest 
lowered and her loins raised. When her husband had tried to have sex with her lying on her back 
he had toiled in vain. He had wasted his effort and his oil. 


Finally, the skiff should lie beneath a fairly high mound, as if beneath a promontory. If these 
features are present, what looks beautiful to behold will also feel beautiful to enter. But a woman 
who is tight sometimes suffers from a defect. For I have heard the jurists say that a woman so 
tight that she can not be made a woman (this is the language they use) does not appear to be of 
sound body. It is very often a curse for a woman to have a tight and compact vagina. They say 
that Cornelia was born with such a tight genital structure that she was made a woman only with 
very great difficulty. When her sons the Gracchi were slain, their mother seemed to experience 
even more grief than happiness when they were born. As for all those things said about a virgin 
being sealed shut, they are all lies, a pernicious trick intended to deceive. 


Octavia. - They say too that the higher mouth provides evidence for the lower one. For they say 
that a woman who speaks with a small mouth fucks with a small mouth too. 


Tullia. - Nonsense! And nonsense too what these geometers of love babble. They say that half the 
length of a girl's foot is the length of the entrance that leads to the shrine of holy virginity. 
Nonsense. I know a woman with a small mouth and a small foot between whose dark groin there 
lies a huge cave full of cobwebs. There is no certain rule. What is certain is that this sheath is 
nicely suited to every sword. So has it been provided by nature. If the sword is a thin one, a 
looser sheath tightens of its own accord. If the sword is huge and monstrous (imagine Durandalia 
or Flambergia’), the fibers of the sheath stretch and the happy hostess welcomes the happy guest. 


Octavia. - What you say is true, as I know from experience. By the balls of Priapus, no firm rule 
can be established. If men who have a fearsome tree branch for a member cannot be 
accommodated by all women, yet they can be by one or two. Heliogabalus had a servant with a 
very long penis; they called him Ass. Among the Pygmies it reaches down to their ankles. If our 


' Pertunda was the Roman goddess of sexual penetration. See Augustine Civitas Dei 6.9. 
> This is probably John of Austria, illegitimate son of Charles I. 
3 Durandalia and Flambergia were the names of the swords of the famous paladins Roland and Brandimart. 


men had one that hung to their knees, do you think this battering ram could not be put to use? 
You are wrong. 


But to be sure, the great majority of men do not surpass seven or eight inches. This is the more 
common size. What are you to do? They are not on that account worthless and despised by 
Venus. Those who are not well endowed are distinguished in some other way, and their own 
special excellence commends them to Hymen. Duke Ferrando and the Marquis del Vasto are men 
great of renown, yet not great of dick, the part that makes them men. They have wives and 
children. Del Vasto's wife is beautiful and ardent in combat, and his children are attractive and of 
the brightest promise. That dick is thick and long enough which belongs to lover and beloved. He 
who is truly pleasing is pleasing in all things. I would rather have my skiff poked with a needle 
by a friend than pounded with a spike by another. 


I speak from experience, Tullia, for I fondle in my lap a lovely little dove of Dione. A boy, 
fashioned with care by Venus and the Graces, plays in my lap in the silence of the night, and his 
penis is not long and thick, yet none has given me greater pleasure. I am the pinnacle of pleasure 
for him, as he is for me. 


Tullia. - Who is this? What are you speaking of? 


Octavia. - I received as a gift from my mother a boy beautiful beyond all others. His mother is 
Manilia, the sister of my nurse. He turned fourteen on the twentieth of September; a youth that 
you would prefer to Phoebus in loveliness. 


Tullia. - I have seen this boy of great loveliness. Sempronia turned him over to be educated by 
the Academics, learned men, which is high praise, and virtuous, which is the highest.! 


Octavia. - I will conceal nothing from you, my Tullia. For when our lovers pour into our bodies 
from their own the pulsing liquid of their desires, they say that they enjoy us. Just so do I, when I 
impart the most secret thoughts of my soul into yours, enjoy both you and your soul. O sweet 
enjoyment! How soothing to my spirit is Venus in this union of minds! 


Tullia. - I have ever believed you to be, my sweetness, not a second self but my own single self. I 
spread before your eyes all my passions, nor did it cause me shame. I led you into the innermost 
recesses of my heart, nor has it caused me regret. Speak! 


Octavia. - You will hear in due time. After Alfonso said many charming things on the subject of 
beauty, Luisa rose to her feet. 


"Do you wish to know my opinion?" she said. "A frank tongue, a heart free of deceit, a cunt that 
is neither prodigal nor stingy, agile loins and a versatile intelligence,” these things, I think, 


' By “Academics” is meant Platonists, called Academics after Plato's Academy. If Chorier had a particular religious 
order in mind here it was probably the Jesuits. He was educated by the Jesuits and had a number of learned friends 
of that order. 

> versatile intelligence: In Latin, versatile ingenium. The phrase comes from the historian Livy, in his description of 
Cato the Censor. Livy writes that while some have achieved distinction by their legal knowledge or eloquence or 


comprise true beauty. And even a horny Socrates will agree with me." 
When she said this and we were laughing, they come knocking at the door. Good gods! 
Tullia. - Who come knocking? 


Octavia. - Theodorus and Chrysogonus. When I saw them I nearly died! After they greeted 
Leonor, Theodorus looked at me out of the corner of his eye and greeted me a wink. Alfonso flies 
to embrace Chrysogonus. Theodorus leads me out to the gardens, talking about one thing after 
another. He praises my appearance and youthful beauty. He showers me with more flowers of 
praise than there were flowers in the gardens. 


"When I look at you," he said, "my love swells with new flames. Take pity on me. Chrysogonus 
and Leonor are happily tending to their affairs; let us attend to ours." 


"Is my mother Sempronia well?" I reply. "Did she give you no message for me?" 


"She told me to advise you to look after your health," he says. "She was combing and grooming a 
boy. My, but those girls will be lucky who sleep with so pretty and charming a fellow!" 


O Tullia, these words set me aflame. I felt myself burning in the very marrow of my bones and 
my vein of Venus raged with mad yearning; for it was two months before that I made love to 
Roberto. Theodorus adds, "Your mother is awaiting the arrival of one of your relatives, a woman 
of the Ponce family. Roberto wanted me to tell you that he is taking good care of your sparrow 
that you asked him to look after. He said that it chirps for you alone and flies about restlessly in 
search of your lap. But be moved by your devotion to me, Octavia. I am dying of love. Could 
anyone who beholds you be exempt from this tribute that we all pay to omnipotent lust?" 


As we were walking along a servant of Leonor's comes running up to us with a letter. He says 
that visitors have arrived in a carriage from the city and that they wish to see me. I follow him as 
he walks ahead and I read the letter on the way. This is what my mother wrote: 


Daughter, Iam sending your most beautiful Love to you, his beloved. He prevailed upon me by 
his prayers and tears to grant him this request. But he has deserted his sex for our own and 
donned a dress: a new star for our gender. Those who see him will believe him a girl and will 
praise him. I would like for you too not to recognize him as a boy. Yet spare the boy's body. 
Whatever happens, I will rejoice, knowing that you are happy. You will learn the rest from the 
nurse. Enjoy yourself, and love me. 


"What rapturous joys," I said in my heart, "lift me up to the heavens! O happy me! By this kind 
act of my mother I am made the peer of goddesses." 


As I enter an inner room, I find a girl of divine beauty, richly dressed and adorned, seated on a 
chair. She was alone. Her face bore a remarkable expression of modesty, and as I approach her 


military prowess, Cato possessed a versatile intelligence that allowed him to excel in whatever activity he engaged 
in. The phrase is a bold one in Latin. (Livy AUC 39.40) 


she greets me with a curtsy, as we women are wont to do. I return her greeting. I carefully 
examine her heavenly visage. I hesitate; I both think and do not think that it is Roberto. The 
nearer I approach her the more uncertain I am. For she seemed far taller, and from her face there 
emanated a kind of virginal aura. 


"Many days have passed. . ." I said to her. "O goddess! Have you descended from the heavens?" 


She smiles, and in her smile I see Roberto. He flings his arms round my neck. He kisses me, and 
I him. But good Venus, what kisses they were! The nurse rushes up to us. 


"Beware the prying eyes of the malicious servants who are running about," she says. "Your 
mother commands you to say that Roberto is one of your relations from the Ponce family who 
has gone abroad on a pilgrimage. You will hear the rest of her instructions in the orders that she 
gave me. In the meanwhile, you two take care not to make any slip that might prove your ruin." 


Roberto says, "I will play my role in this peformance to perfection." 


As we were speaking Luisa and Isabel arrive, along with Alfonso and Theodorus. Diana Ponce 
(for this was the name Roberto took in the city) greeted everyone in maidenly fashion and with 
remarkable grace. They marvel at the girl. They say that she is of unsurpassed beauty, an 
immortal divinity. "I landed at the city at dawn," she says, "and must continue my journey early 
tomorrow morning. But I thought it would be delightful to see and talk with my kinsman for a 
few hours. This pleasure will serve me on my journey as a viaticum, and because of your 
kindness my happiness will be twice as great." 


No one suspected a ruse, and to avoid any grounds for suspicion I say that I am running to fetch 
Leonor, lest she be deprived any longer of this vision of loveliness. Theodorus follows and we go 
to Leonor's bedroom, but the doors are closed. She had not yet extricated herself from the mad 
embraces of Chrysogonus. I put my eye to the keyhole. 


Tullia. - What did you see? For you are laughing. 
Octavia. - Leonor was sitting in a chair with her dress pulled up and her legs spread wide. 
Chrsyogonus was riding her like a horse, his ass bouncing up and down as he screwed her. 


Theodorus looked too. 


"Now, my hope, take pity on my swollen state, which is torturing me. So voluptuous a sight is 
killing me." 


But I was unwilling. I was determined to keep myself chaste for my Amor and the glorious night 
to come. 


"I cannot," I reply. "A menstrual flow fouls the seat of lust. Leonor will serve the needs of both 
you and your comrade, and look, now she is finished." 


She came walking up to us with an excited expression on her face and said to me: "How has 


Venus smiled on you, Octavia?" 


"She has not even looked at me." I reply. "For eight days now not even the hope of love has 
shone upon me in my affliction. But there is a favor I have to ask of you, and ask of you 
earnestly." 


"What is it?" she replies. "It is already granted. How could I deny you anything, sweet Octavia?" 
"Splendid," I answer. "I want you to loan me your steed and your agile loins." 


"You are talking nonsense, foolish girl," she says. "What need do you have of my steed? You 
have no spur." 


"If you loan it to Theodorus," I reply, "be assured that it is the same as loaning it to me." 
Chrysogonus added his prayers to mine and we won her over with our entreaties. 


"Go to hell, the both of you," she says laughing, "who hand me over to to be ground a second 
time in the mill of lust." 


We leave. Theodorus hugs Leonor and addresses her with these words: "You are indeed beloved 
by the holy goddess Philosophy, for to you has been granted the glorious honor of serving two 
philosophical dicks in a single day. May the favoring stars repay the debt of gratitude that we 
owe to your wise and generous cunt. May Amor and Venus pour into it perpetual streams of 
pleasure and ceaseless showers of delight. May there be no end or limit to your joys." Then he 
throws her down on the bed, and leaning over her he draws from his pantry a thick, juicy sausage 
and places it on the well-oiled platter of Venus. "In me you have found, mistress," he said, "the 
equal of three Priapuses and four Herculeses. Make use of it, for your loins are not stupid and 
your conch is wise." 


"I will do so," answers Leonor. As she said this he violently drove the monstrous phallus into her 
deepest vitals. "Murderer! You are killing me!" shouts Leonor. But he continued to perform the 
sacrifice with ferocious strokes; then he launched his catapult. "This is not lovemaking, but cruel 
butchery," said Leonor. "You have thrust into my body not moly, but death.”! 


I fly to her, I kiss and embrace her. The comrades leave. They return to the city happy beyond 
words, after collecting the usual offering solicited by philosophers. Leonor lays her weary limbs 
on the couch and we spend the rest of the day in laughter and merriment. Diana's questions and 
responses were remarkably appropriate. Alfonso praised her beauty, and so did Leonor. She 
answers, "Why do you praise me for my beauty, such as it is, a fleeting and perishable gift, and 
do not rather praise me for my splendid cousin, who is virtue's own virtue? This is a far superior 
gift with which the gods have blessed me." I said a few suitable words in reply. What she said 


' Moly was the magical plant in the Odyssey used to ward off the magic of Circe (Homer Odyssey 10.302-6). In the 
Priapea Priapus, exploring the sexual subtext of the Homeric poems, interprets it to mean the penis (Priapea 68.19- 
22). 


greatly pleased me and fed the fire raging inside me with new flames. But if you have no 
objections, Tullia, I would like to tell you this story from the beginning. 


Tullia. - If Roberto were not yours, I would wish him for my own. 


Octavia. - Six months ago I was with my mother in our garden. She spoke much of her love and 
devotion to me, recalling instances back to my earliest childhood. "But now I am preparing a gift 
for you," she adds smiling, "far more valuable than anything else in the world." I told her how 
grateful I was. 


A few days later she summons Roberto to our home and bids him to dine with us. All our eyes 
were drawn to him, eager to behold such an abundance of charms. I was enchanted. Without my 
knowing or perceiving it, love began to swell within me. 


"I want you to be a bit bolder," my mother said to the boy. "Speak freely. I know that you are 
very intelligent." 


"Since you so bid, my mistress, I will depart somewhat from my duty and from the reverence 
which I owe you, lest you find me disobedient, who am and should be most obedient." 


"He answers intelligently," I reply. 
"But indeed," he says, "you who believe that there is some intelligence in me, impart to me some 
of your own and it will be so. For by the favor of Jove, in you beauty of body and a superior 


intelligence have been united." 


My mother answers, "So then, Roberto, does Octavia, who does not find herself acceptable in her 
own sight, seem beautiful in yours?" 


"By all the gods and goddesses, she seems most beautiful and is so. She could inspire the gods 
with love and fill the goddesses with envy." 


"What if Octavia consented to your love?" adds Mother. "Would you love her?" 
"I will love her," he says, "even if she would not consent. For I am a boy of no worth; how could 
it be that she consent to my love? Whereas she has been richly blessed with the gifts of nature 


and fortune and virtue; how could it be that I not love her?" 


"It will indeed be pleasing to me," I answer, "to be loved by so lovable a boy as you. Do you 
wish to be a second husband to me?" 


"You would disgrace the name of husband," he replies, "if you applied it to me. Leave me the 
name of servant and domestic; I will honor it as best I can by my devoted service to you." 


When dinner was over he returned to the Academics, and I felt, when he had gone, that a part of 
my soul had left me. Then my mother said to me, "What is your opinion of the boy, daughter?" 


I answered that one of the Amores, and the most beautiful of them, had flown to us from the lap 
of Venus. 


"Will you say," adds Mother, "that those women will be happy who take him in their arms?" 


"I certainly do not see how they will be unhappy," I reply. "Queens would desire him for a son- 
in-law." 


From that time forward, my Tullia, I nursed a hidden wound in my veins. After a month my 
splendid mother finally favored my burgeoning love. She tells Roberto to visit us. She gives him 
permission to speak freely with me. The love that the Fates instill is ingenious. Because of his 
age the boy was not ready for love and not equal to its demands, yet he burned with love, though 
he did not know its practice. 


It happened in the meantime that my mother was afflicted with a serious illness. When she 
recovered her health she said: "I would be ungrateful, my Octavia, if after being rescued from 
death by your aid and assistance, I do not repay your kind deeds with my own. I promised you a 
gift of such value as to be priceless; do you remember?" 


"I remember, mother," I said. "Whatever I receive from you will be to me of the highest value." 


Giving me a kiss she answered, "The gift I want to give you is Roberto, a gift that even Juno 
would pray for. Do you blush? I know that you love him." 


"I do not deny it, mother," I replied. 


"I am rearing and educating him for you. I want him to be carefully trained in every virtue and 
discipline, so that he might be worthy of your benevolence. I will throw him into your arms. But 
he is delicate. The more energetically you indulge your pleasure with him, the more you will take 
away from his beauty and his life. Be sure not to forget this." 


"I will not forget," I said. 


Three days later she asked me at dinner whether I would be home for the rest of the day. I 
answered that I intended to remain at home. Later she praised what I was wearing, a free-flowing 
house dress made of the finest linen. "It neither jealously conceals your endowments from sight 
nor does it expose them," she says. "You look wonderful in it. Don’t change." I told her I would 
not. 


Tullia. - What were you thinking in your heart, in your love? 
Octavia. - I was not thinking that such great happiness would come to me so quickly. My mother 


puts an unfinished piece of gold embroidery in my hands. "Finish stitching this," she said, "you 
who are so fine an artist." 


I withdrew into the bedroom. It was the twentieth of May. I sat on a low couch covered with a 
silk spread. My mind was wandering playfully in various clouds of thought. A drowsiness creeps 
over me and I begin to drift in and out of sleep. Lo, at that very instant Manilia enters, bringing 
the boy to me. Fastened to his shoulders were wings, and from one shoulder hung a quiver. He 
was carrying a bow in his left hand, in his right an arrow. You would have said he was Cupid, 
and indeed he truly was. 


"My mother Venus sends me to you," the boy says in a sweet voice, "because she knows that you 
surpass her in beauty. She wants me to serve you, the queen of the Amores." 


"You will not serve, most beautiful of the Amores," I reply. "If you wish in your heart to be mine, 
you shall rule." 


"Now, now," puts in Manilia, "you two must not waste the day in talk. Withdraw a ways, 
beautiful Amor." When he withdrew: "O daughter, your mother and I give this boy to you to 
possess as your own slave and bondsman, but he is delicate and his loins are weak. Make use of 
him, but be sparing in your pleasure. If you do otherwise he will wither, like flowers nipped by 
winter's cold." 


"I love the boy to wretched desperation," I say. "If I shall know that he is truly mine, that will be 
more than enough pleasure for this yearning lover." 


"Spare the boy," said the nurse. "Consider your pleasure sufficiently gratified on this occasion if 
you take from him his virginity. This will not be done without causing him pain. For his dick is 
covered by a foreskin; it will not bare its head to you, its queen, with impunity. He promised that 
he would act bravely. Inspire in him the courage you wish him to have by a display of your 
charms and delights." 


Then she removed the wings from the boy Amor. "For I want you to be constant," she said. "I do 
not want you ever to fly from her side." Removing the quiver and arrows she says, "You have 


need now of other weapons, you must fight with different arms." 


"I understand," says he. "My goddess shall find that I have a spear with which to do battle with 
her." 


The nurse departed and closed the doors. 

Tullia. - Cry Io Paean and again Io Paean! The prey I sought has fallen into my snares.! 
Octavia. - Brimming with joy the boy leaps to me. "Mistress, mistress," he says, "now I am 
ashamed of my youth. I truly realize now how shameful it is to be a boy. I will be unequal to my 


felicity." 


"You will not," I reply, "if you respond to my love, which shall be your felicity, with your love, 
which shall be mine. I desire nothing more from you." 


! Ovid Ars Amatoria 2.1. 


"But there is something else besides," he says, "some amorous something. I am a novice and a 
child; I will make a poor beginning of things and a feeble finish." 


We sat down on the couch, then I kiss him. My eyes did not send forth sparks, but flames. He 
slid his hand to my bosom. "What is it you want?" I said. "You are certainly behaving more 
freely than is proper." He handles my breasts, he kisses me, he grows hot. I could not help but 
embrace him, he did and said everything with such delightful charm. Then he puts his right hand 
under my dress. "Whoa," I say, "what are you seeking here?" 


"I am seeking my wife," he answers, "this is where she lives." 
I laughed. "But I shall not tolerate this dishonor," I say, "if I should be honorable." 


"Can anything about you be dishonorable?" he replies. "Do not weary your husband by resisting, 
yield to Amor." 


"I will yield," I say, "to so pretty and clever an Amor. I am yours, my Amor, I am no longer my 
own. I live for you." 


In the meantime his boyish hand roamed about, ignorant of the path to pleasure. It lingered a 
little above my knees, Tullia, then wandered over my thighs and smooth, rounded buttocks. He 
dared go no further. Everything childishly. 


I say to him, "Do you know, my Cupid, the use of your body and mine?" 


"I think that I know," he says, "but I am not sure that I know for certain. I have seen Venus's 
drama portrayed in pictures." 


"You were worthy," I put in, "of one lovelier than I. Take what you want, use and enjoy it. Play 
the husband." 


He leads out his dick from the starting gate. "What do you expect to be done with this pretty 
thing?" I say. 


"Whatever you order to be done," he replies. 


He was preparing for the main performance, he was being set afire. He felt the torch of Venus 
burn and swell with desire. He falls to his knees; he asks that I pardon him if he does anything 
clumsy and inept. Then as I lie on my back, with his left hand he raises my tunic to my chest and 
quickly moves the other hand to my pubis. With his fingertips he touches the down, he strokes it; 
he runs his fingertips down the fiery crack. 


"Tell me please, my Amor," I say, "what is your little sparrow looking for here?" For he was 
erect. 


"I think," he answers, "that it is looking for its nest, which I hold in my hand." 
"Let it fly, let it fly hither," I reply. 
"And lo," he says, "it flies off." 


And racing swiftly it buries itself between my spread thighs. Ha ha ha, I showed the chicken to 
the hawk. 


Tullia. - By my guardian spirit, this ingenious tale arouses me in a wondrous way. You are a 
remarkable master of frivolous stories. Though humble the theme, not humble the glory.' 


Octavia. - The panting boy brings his dagger to my sheath. 
Tullia. - A thick prick, was it? A long one? 


Octavia. - As thick as your thumb and six times that in length. Believe me, we fit one another 
beautifully. 


"You are straying from the royal road of pleasure," I said. I reach out my hand to guide the blind 
sparrow. It starts down the dark road of desire. "Now strike firmly, plunge, stab, slay," I add. 
"That is the way this thing is done." 


Then he drove the sword home with a thrust and I received it with a thrust of my own. I favored 
the penis with a sigh. "I feel myself wounded within," he says. "What can this be?" He 
suppressed a groan, and in a moment began to screw and pump and grind. 


The eyes and mind of the fluttering boy swam with lust. I shake my hips, driving them upwards 
to meet his. Within my chest even the inmost fibers of my heart were churning. This thought 
enhanced my pleasure, that the god of love had come into my arms. I wrapped my arms around 
the boy's firm, smooth buttocks and urged him on with a rapid flurry of pleasant slaps. From the 
boiling depths of my loins I heard Hymen cackling, I heard Venus panting. I melted into a flood. 
Not yet the boy. 


I could not adequately describe to you in words, my Tullia, the hot, wet kisses, the broken sighs, 
the rapid strokes, the infinite pleasures in a single pleasure. Imagine the coupling of Psyche with 
Cupid; such was mine with Roberto. I am for him his Soul, and he is my Love. 


Finally the boy's eyes begin to blink, look upward, roll, grow dim. His prick leaps up within; he 
is agitated by a new wildness; his swift loins tremble. He felt himself leaving his body as his 
mind began to spin unexpectedly. 

"O mistress, O queen," he says, "I feel myself slipping from life. What strange thing is this?" He 


plants a kiss, and in a moment he melts. 


' Vergil Georgics 4.6. 


When he had finished, I fondled the languid boy as he rested on my bosom. We mingle kisses 
with kisses, sighs with sighs. 


"Did you find any sweetness in me, sweetest husband?" I said. 


"In this pleasure," he answers, "I experienced all pleasures. O Octavia, you are a living fountain 
of the highest good." 


"I would like to be for you," I say, "just as I shall be for myself. But you need to restore your 
spent strength with a short nap. If anyone sees us he will think that I am the Cyprian goddess and 
that you are Cupid sleeping in his mother's arms." 


But Manilia had returned and answered, "He has no need of sleep. Let him gather the sweet 
flowers on your crimson lips with countless kisses. This is what he needs." 


Later she leads the remarkable pair to my mother. She flies to embrace me. I am blushing deeply. 
"Why this look of sorrow?" she says. "Is so charming a boy repugnant to you? Does it cause you 
shame, Roberto, to have romped freely inside so pretty a girl? Have these nuptials turned out to 
be ill-omened? Was Hymen absent? Did Venus not favor Cupid?" 


"No indeed," replies Manilia, "they successfully performed all that is necessary for newlyweds to 
do. My Roberto battled wonderfully in your virgin. You have a son-in-law and he has a wife." 


"Wonderful," says Mother, and she renews her fawning kissing. "I praise you strong, pugnacious 
athletes," she adds. "The victory belongs to the both of you." 


"I confess that I was defeated," replies Roberto. "She could defeat Mars in battle." 


"Hush, you are as silly as you are beautiful, hush," I say. "You bear indeed the wounds of battle, 
but they are honorable ones." 


"But I was wounded by my own sword," the boy said, "and you anointed the wound with your 
salve and healed it." Mother laughed. 


A lavish course was served. Mother made a toast to lovers and to lust, and Roberto raised a toast 
to his Queen Juno, Sempronia, and to Hebe the daughter of Juno, his Octavia. You will say, 
Tullia, that he learned these expressions at school, but they were also inspired by love. Mother 
asked whether he were happy. 

"Ask Octavia," he answers. "For if she loves me from her heart then I am happy." 


"You are happy," I reply, "for you please me enormously." 


"Thanks to you, goddess, I have entered the shrine of true pleasure. I have entered into life, 
which lay hidden there." 


"And to be sure," says my mother, "you ceased to be a boy and became a man. Octavia yanked 
you into manhood in an instant. Fie on those who falsely claim that Venus was called Verticordia, 
turner of hearts, because she turns the hearts of men to all that is wicked. In fact she turns them 
from trifles to serious matters. By her pumping and grinding she shakes from the hands of boys 
and girls their dolls and toys." 


Then she sent the boy back to the Academics. "Just as sex brings wisdom before its time, so too 
gray hairs. I do not want you to see the boy for a month," my mother told me. "I do not want him 
to grow old and feeble in your embraces. After that time you will lie with him. You will enjoy 
your pleasures the whole night long. But the boy has a defiant spirit, not easy to control. He is 
beautiful, but also wild. A few days ago I was angry with him because this boy of no social 
standing, this nobody, dared to act as if he were the equal of his noble schoolmates. 'You are 
mistaken, mistress,’ he answers. 'I am dear to Octavia and so I am now a noble, a count, a 
marquis; I am now both duke and prince.’ When I bid him worship the gods at the shrine, he said, 
'T have no further need of the gods' favor. Now that Octavia loves me, there is nothing more for 
me to ask of them.’ We urge him to apply himself to his studies with skillful diligence. He 
answers that he knows he is loved by you and wishes to know nothing else; that whoever knows 
he is pleasing to you is learned enough." 


I say in response: "I am responsible for the boy's offenses, mother, pardon him for my sake." 


Roberto, then, was invited to our house on the appointed day. He dined with us. At the end of 
dinner my mother said to the boy, "You will lie tonight with Octavia, but I lay down this law: you 
two are to spend the night chastely and purely. Do you accept the law, Octavia?" 


"I accept," I say, "but the law is ambiguous." 
"I will act as an interpreter," replies Roberto. 


"I want indeed for you to interpret it as you find appropriate," says Mother, "provided you do 
not, as often happens, distort and nullify the law by your interpretation." 


We enjoyed a sumptuous feast and my mother took great care during dinner to see that Roberto's 
arsenal was stocked with the finest provisions; for the arms of Venus are supplied by Bacchus 
and Ceres. Our bodies tended to, we went off to rest. 


Tullia. - You went off to battle. 


But Plutarch of Chaeronea discusses the most suitable time for intercourse, so that it does not 
impair one's strength. He says that it can be performed after the strength has been restored by a 
long sleep, when the spirit and senses are alert. But in my opinion those bearded philosophers are 
idiotic when they make bold to write laws for excited dicks and cunts lying together in bed. They 
might as well write laws to stop the heavens from turning. For the dick is not only blind, it is 
deaf as well. It is of no use talking to it. What Zeno or Socrates would not laugh, if he saw 
standing among his students stiff pricks with pricked up ears, or Priapus and Conisalus' listening 


' Conisalus was an Attic fertility god similar to Priapus. Cf. Aristophanes Lysistrata 983; Strabo 13.1.12. 


to the divine precepts of philosophy with bared heads? A fine spectacle! Just as nurses keep 
count of the cups poured for children and forbid them to drink more than a certain amount, so too 
do these fools count the number of fucks dicks perform and forbid them more. Why did they not 
publish laws telling poor mortals how to scratch and spit? Did these cruel minds believe that the 
lives of humans were not unhappy enough unless they bind in irons their soul and senses? I am 
enraged at these fatuous little men, Octavia, for if you strip these pompous asses of their 
shameless audacity and their pretentious gravity, you will find in them no quality that does not 
belong to a stableboy and lackey among the filthy rabble. They have neither genius nor 
ingenuity, but only an arrogant stupidity and a restless indolence. 


Octavia. - Four months ago Luisa's husband, at the urging of Pelagius, adopted a plan that no 
sane person would praise. 


Tullia. - And what was that? 


Octavia. - He enters his passionate, lusting wife only every tenth night, and all other nights he 
spends in bed celibate. She is a sex-starved widow whose husband is dead to her. Even Caviceo 
has become superstitious. He lies with me less frequently, and he has not gone unpunished. If a 
thirsty person is not given a drink by the one charged with the task, who would reproach him for 
getting his own drink, or taking it from whoever gave it to him? 


Tullia. - Marina Genovesa Pimentelia, a woman renowned for her wealth, married a man 
immersed in debt, Federico Mendozio. A beautiful girl in the flower of youth, she decided to 
make her body available to the young man only twice a month. The love-fevered lad could not 
sway the girl's decision. And what was the fruit of this misguided virtue? It produced crimes. 
Within a month Federico seduced all his wife's maids, five in number, and now they are 
pregnant. 


What does her mother Lionella say to Genovesa? "You yourself played the procuress for these 
unhappy girls, they were brought to ruin by your pandering. This virtue of yours led to a terrible 
crime. In your madness you thought it piety, but it was pandering." 


Galliena, fearing the violent onslaught of her husband Luitprand, at night put on a girdle that was 
sewn in such a way as to be inpenetrable to his attacks. She likewise filled her home with 
adulterous affairs. 


Go now, heedless and thoughtless wisdom, toy with the mild hearts of the unwary! With your 
powers of delusion, what fine shows you stage! 


But these things pertain to morals, which are the invention of men. In fact by nature some are 
readily inclined to Venus and others are sluggish. Some men could not satisfy their hunger with a 
bull, as they say of Milo of Croton, while for others a morsel of bread is sufficient. For some an 
ounce slakes their thirst, for others not even a barrel. Whether in eating or drinking, what is more 
foolish and unjust than to apply the same rule to everyone? Just so, there are some whose sexual 
powers are exhausted by a single act of intercourse every ten days, while for others an 
unquenchable lust burns night and day in the marrow of their bones. It is incited by a single act, 


not appeased. These things need to be placed on the balance and weighed in the scales. These 
sheep should take into reasonable account one's age and condition. But they are not in the habit 
of being guided by reason. 


Physicians acknowledge that no certain rules can be applied. Yet they think that according to 
nature the prime concern is that the health not be neglected. Without good health life is a living 
tomb. They therefore condemn the opinion of Epicurus, a peevish man, who held that sex has no 
relevance to life and is not conducive to happiness. Yet they say that if it is too frequent, it is 
harmful to boys and girls who have not reached full maturity, and also to the very elderly who 
are not far from death. Venus should be honored once every month by those at the earliest and 
latest stages of life. 


But for strong, vigorous youth firm of frame, four or five duels can be fought without any injury 
to their health. Among the Spartans it was prescribed by law that each husband prove his 
manhood to his wife five times every month and engage in five battles with her. Indeed, at times 
even those who had not reached maturity took wives, and they were nonetheless not exempt from 
this tribute. 


But he is lazy and derelict who does not pay homage to Venus every other day, if due to his age 
he can expect nothing more from his lungs and loins. You took a wife, whoever you are; you 
have become indebted to your wife. Pay up, defaulter, pay what you owe. Pay up or surrender 
your property, and your wife is the better portion of your property. 


In their mad theorizing and foolish meddling the shriveled old philosophers have devised even 
harsher rules. Laugh, Octavia. They have passed laws telling men and women how they might 
rightly and decently, ha ha ha, shake their loins. The decrepit old codgers forbid rapid 
movements, they forbid new postures to be adopted. They deny that a woman can be chaste and 
honorable who on a groaning bed shakes her lively tail with rousing skill.’ O grave and wise 
lawgivers! 


Have you heard of the senate of women in Rome? They called it the Little Senate.” Matrons 
distinguished by their birth and experience performed the function of senators. They convened 
and discussed womanly matters, and their judgments had the force of public law. Messalina, the 
wife of the Emperor Claudius, and of every other man as well, consulted the venerable matrons 
on the proper role of the loins, the variety of postures, and a strong and weak sexual appetite, and 
they thus decreed: 


That whereas all things in man both inside and out consist of the number seven, and whereas 
man is formed from coitus, if in one night seven acts of coitus are performed, it is permitted to do 
so by law but no further demands can be made. That the man who does not want a woman to 
move wants sex with the dead; mutual motions are the lifeblood of sex. That the position that 
each finds most suitable is officially authorized. That this law, which mutual love has 
established, must be observed throughout the realm of Amor. That supreme authority in love 
belongs to the goddess Pleasure, it is for her to enact laws and to interpret those that have been 


' Priapea 83.22-23. 
Cf. Aelius Lampridius Elagabali Vita 4.3-4; Erasmus Colloquia Familiaria, Senatulus. 


enacted. 


That was the decree of the senate, Octavia. And so the tireless Messalina accommodated many 
men in a single night.' She never exacted from any a stipend that each did not willingly give. At 
daylight the conquering heroine dedicated twenty-four garlands of myrtle and roses to Priapus, 
Marsyas and other ridiculous gods. They were each of them a prize for a victory won. Theodora, 
the wife of the Emperor Sigismund, a second Messalina, shattered the loins and limbs of the 
heroes of her time in wrestling matches of this sort; with a single thrust of her groin she drained 
and devoured the lechers and horsefuckers. Your mother Sempronia completed twelve laps round 
the track in a single breath with Chrysogonus atop her. Delicate as I am, I wore out four strong 
wrestling masters within just a few hours. 


But it is true, Octavia, Venus is exhausted and becomes dull and sluggish after six or seven 
battles, if they are fought fiercely. Beyond this an honest desire does not survive. My cousin 
Victoria says that those women who can never be sated by lovemaking are like those debauched 
drunks whom the sun never saw sober and unbesotted by wine. Just as these can find no pleasure 
in Bacchus, so can those take no pleasure in Venus. They are all miserably driven by the 
whirlwind of vicious habit. And for that reason these moldy women do not move, even though 
Venus takes delight in fierce motion. Hot sparks are struck from the body of each partner by the 
shaking of the pelvis and the thrusting of the groin. If they are absent, Venus is cold. In this way 
desire survives itself, which otherwise dies a happy death. 


Octavia. - Who would find it appealing to make love to the marble Venus of Phidias? A man who 
likes a passive lover will like this too. 


Tullia. - Certain fools idiotically claim that sexual desire is located in the navel and has its seat 
there. But in fact for both man and woman it really consists in motion, agitation, friction, and 
upward and downward thrusting. But these motions have their own art and method, so that at 
first they slowly swell, then seethe, and finally subside, just as after a tempest the churning 
waves subside when the winds have died down. You are a master of this art, whose agile loins 
shine with distinction for their remarkable mobility. Not even Thais, Octavia, not even Thais 
could snatch this prize from you.” 


But as regards postures, I figure that each should be able to freely choose the one that seems 
most pleasing to him. No one could describe all the figures in words, nor illustrate them in 
pictures. Amor is a shapeshifter who loves change. Those rabid Solons howl that it is disgraceful 
for these postures to be described or painted, they condemn it. But they do not condemn the 
discussion of all the postures for fighting and dueling. They are not outraged at what leads to 
human destruction, they are outraged at what leads to human procreation. O savage beasts! They 
would rather humankind be slain by various techniques than be born. These votaries of Laverna? 
love death and agony, they hate light and life. What madness, what violence! 


' For the sexual exploits of Messalina see Pliny the Elder Natural History 10.83; Juvenal 114-135. 

? Thais was a famous Greek courtesan who accompanied Alexander the Great on his campaigns and was the lover of 
Ptolemy I Soter. She came to be regarded as a type of a sexually promiscuous woman. 

3 Laverna was a Roman goddess of thieves and charlatans. 


The people of Lesbos, the most ingenious of the Greeks, were wiser. Sappho, the tenth Muse, 
was in fact from Lesbos. They used to carve various sexual postures, even unusual ones, on their 
coins, which they publicly minted. This was a public sanction. I saw at Rome in the home of 
Ursina two coins, one of silver and the other of bronze, minted, as she said, on the island of 
Lesbos. On one Sappho was clashing with another nude girl in a tribadic duel. On the other a 
naked man resting on one knee was holding up a nude girl and running her through with his 
spear as she obligingly spread her thighs. 


Octavia. - The man was paying humble homage to Venus by genuflecting. 


Tullia. - And the girl, lifted into the air, by a thrust of the loins ascended heavenward. I swear, 
Octavia, by your oblong coin of Venus, it was from coins like these that the art of such postures 
was acquired, just as the art of medicine from the paintings hanging in the temples of Apollo and 
Aesculapius. Unless I am mistaken, the Milesian Elephantis, Philaenis, and Hermogenes of 
Tarsus had these before their eyes when they wrote their learned little books about these trifles.' 


Octavia. - They say that in fact Elephantis was a modest and chaste matron in Miletus, but 
because she made an enemy of an ingenious man among the literati, he wrote this indecent 
pamphlet and falsely ascribed it to her, though she was innocent of any such thoughts.” 


Tullia. - He is insane who engages in hostilities with the learned. They can avenge their injuries 
through all eternity. The pictures they paint will survive longer than those of Zeuxis and Apelles. 
Time will only add to their influence and prestige. But among the Italians too there was a man of 
divine intelligence who wrote charming colloquia concerning these amusements.? 


Finally, just as one can go to heaven from any part of the earth, so too from all parts and 
positions of a woman's body one can arrive at supreme pleasure, the heaven of Venus. It is not 
reached by a single road. Rosy lips, snow-white breasts, silken hands, round, smooth buttocks 
are a way to the better part. And he who pays homage to Venus at the rear door will come around 
to the front of the temple to make an acceptable offering. 


Octavia. - Away, away with this dirt! O filthy passion! 


Tullia. - The waters of Ocean could not make it pure, nor the flames of Phlegethon. Not if earth 
be confounded with hell will the depraved sodomites suffer sufficient punishment. What 
monstrosity! A man of splendid talent, Giovanni della Casa, had the audacity to commend so foul 
a thing in a beautiful little book.* O what times, what morals! Among the Italians there is a rich 


' Hermogenes of Tarsus is here not the famous rhetorician, but an historian of the previous century. According to 
Suetonius, he was executed under Domitian because of certain "figures" found in his work. From the context it is 
clear that these figures do not refer to sexual positions but to figures of speech, innuendos or the like (Suetonius 
Domitian 10). 

Octavia says Elephantis but she means Philaenis. The reference is to a poem by Aeschrion (Anthologia Palatina 
7.345), which claims that a certain Polycrates was the real author of the work. 

3 Pietro Aretino, Ragionamenti (1534-36), generally known in English as Aretino’s Dialogues. 

4 Giovanni della Casa (1503-1556) was archbishop of Beneventum, and a poem in praise of sodomy was falsely 
ascribed to him. 


crop of jokes concerning this passion. There are various forms of things.’ Some seek a girl in a 
boy, others a boy in a girl; one sex in the other. A curse on their depravity! A man becomes a 
bride, Venus is changed into another form.’ This disgrace had already been condemned among 
the Romans by the Scantinian Law.’ But the Pythagoreans say that after death pederasts are 
changed into scarabs. The bags of Lanuvium are decent, those of Cliternum are vile.* That is an 
old adage. May they suffer a horrible death who by these evil arts have turned the arms of Amor 
against Amor, who through Venus have destroyed Venus. Cotytto is their goddess, savages are 
their teachers.> Man alone among all animals allows his body to be abused; he all but prostitutes 
himself publicly. Hear the words of Pliny: Jo one animal alone sorrow has been given, to one 
alone dissipation, and indeed in countless forms, and in every part of the body. And in another 
place: Among the human race deviations have been discovered by males; all of them crimes 
against nature.® 


Octavia. - And my indignation is increased by a new crime. Listen to this treachery. Youthful 
beauty is a difficult thing to defend. 


Tullia. - You are referring to Roberto. 


Octavia. - To continue my story, when dinner was over my mother wanted Roberto and me to 
converse freely. She withdrew and we sat down. Then he said: "Behold me, my goddess, polluted 
by the breath of an alien spirit! I return to you having very nearly been made a wife." As he said 
this a blush spread over his face. "Juan Luis Vives loves me. They call him Quintilian.’ The rest 
of the Academics love him. They say that there is nothing more in life for them to love. He has a 
fickle character well-suited for love's deceptions. I was lying face down in bed in the middle of 
the night. Luis comes in. He strokes my buttocks. I awaken. 'O just the sort,' he said, 'that the 
wayward Jupiter would wish for Ganymede! They surpass the buttocks of Hylas, which set 
Hercules to burning, and those of Antinous, which inflamed Hadrian. A refined lust would prefer 
these to the snow-white breasts of Hebe. O if they were offered for my pleasure, I would prefer 
them to Venus herself!’ He heaved a sigh, he planted a kiss. He began to make lewd advances. I 
resisted. I warned him I would complain of the threatened outrage. 'But little boy,' he added, 
"Margarita did not spurn my passion, the sister of your comrade in these halls, the Marquis 
Rodrigo. She is a beautiful, noble, intelligent girl, a lover of learning, a goddess of sixteen. She 
did not spurn my love.' He gave a kiss, he asked for pardon, he departed." 


' Maybe a reference to Vergil Georgics 4.406: 'tum variae eludent species’. 

> Codex Justinianus 9.9.30. The full text of this law from the time of Constantine is quoted, in a mangled form, at 
the beginning of part two of the Editio Nova of the Satyra Sotadica, p. 226. 

3 The Scantinian Law on Forbidden Love was enacted in the third or second century B.C. See Juvenal 2.44, 
Suetonius Domitian 8.3. 

4 This is a puzzling sentence that has never been satisfactorily explained. Cicero in a letter to Paetus has been 
discussing obscene words, and he is here making the point that the vulgarity of a word depends on its context, using 
a vulgar word for testicles, co/ei or sacks, as an example. Lanuvium and Cliternum are towns near Rome. Cicero 
Familiares 9.22. 

> Cotytto was an ancient Thracian sex goddess worshiped with orgiastic rites. The word translated as savages is 
Opici, an ancient people of central Italy who were regarded by the Greeks and later the Romans as barbarous and 
ignorant, with disgusting sexual habits. 

® Pliny the Elder Natural History 7.5; 10.172 

’ The historical Vives was often referred to as a “second Quintilian.” 


Tullia. - Luis Vives is a charming man, urbane, learned, still quite young. You will learn what 
happened with the noble maiden and you will laugh. Those who with an avowed hatred turn and 
flee from girls flee willy-nilly to boys. Amor bore men and women for love, he bore them for 
himself. Engendered by love through love, we are born for love. Love streams into the veins with 
the blood. Remove love from the world and you will remove the world from nature. We love 
even against our will, just as we are loved. Hence it happens that those who do not wish to love 
what is permitted, straightway love what it is disgraceful to love. 


Do you know Justina Gomez, the famous Vestal? She is madly in love with Alfonsina 
Albuquerque and Juana Meneses and Antonia de Castro, who live in her community. And she has 
said that they return her love. "These sanctuaries," she said a couple of days ago, "which are 
believed to be consecrated to chastity, from which Amor has been banished, Amor has entered 
under another form. We take the veil; Amor takes the veil with us. He escapes the sight and 
remains unseen. He lives in the marrow, he hides in the veins. Blood flows in our veins and it is 
not in our power to keep it from flowing. Love warms our veins, and it is not in our power to 
keep our veins from being warmed by flaming love. Since it is not permitted to love what is 
beyond these walls, we love and are loved by each other." 


Love is the food of the soul. There are those who, to quench their thirst, have drunk their own 
urine. There are those who have been driven by hunger to gnaw on their own limbs. Likewise, if 
a woman is denied to a man and a man to a woman, a man will direct his ardor toward a man, 
and a woman toward a woman. The love which by nature was directed at the opposite sex, if its 
path is blocked, will pollute its own. 


You must empty your bladder; do they forbid it? You will piss anyway. You will stain your 
clothes if there is no chamber pot, and a woman is a chamber pot. Amor needs to pee; is it a 
crime? Amor will do so nevertheless. 


How many are mad with this insane lust for chastity! The selfish or those besotted by false 
beliefs approve of it, Nature does not approve! In that golden age of yore rare were those who 
professed this kind of wisdom, and they were advanced in years. An accounting of morals was 
held. A ridiculous affair! He is not wise who demands the labor of youth from a weak and 
enfeebled old man. He who wants a strong young man to seem mired in the sluggish winter of 
old age, will he be wise? But continue your story, Octavia, you who were born under a better 
star. 


Octavia. - "By your eyes that are my stars," said Roberto, "I will take great care not to disgrace 
myself in any way. I will win new praise for myself with new virtue. I will prove myself worthy 
to be yours." 


Tullia. - Many holler that intimate relations with girls are an obstacle for young men striving for 
virtue. My, but they are blind and mistaken. I have seen lechers and gamblers who have been 
turned to good account by the intimacy of honorable women such as we. With pleasure they have 
found true honor. What virtue could not have achieved by itself, it achieved with the aid of 
pleasure. Virtue was pleasing to the men because they knew it would make them pleasing to 
women. 


In a nearby city the morals of the young men were very corrupt. The senate made pandering and 
prostitution illegal and subject to a fine. But young men could more easily live without air than 
without women. They turn their love and attention to honest girls. At the bidding of their parents, 
the girls happily accepted those who were striving to become honorable; they scorned those who 
refused to change. The enticements of an ingenious woman are able to achieve what the suasions 
of Plato could not. A year had not yet passed; the morals of the young men suddenly changed and 
these swine from the herd of Epicurus' became models of manly virtue. 


When his way is lighted by hope, which the lover is so quick to seize upon, whither will he not 
pursue virtue, even if it leads to the brambles or calls from the rocks?” One sex must be civilized 
by the other, not separated from the other. Men, drawn by the power of nature, will follow the 
lead of women. If they are good women, they will be guides to glory, if bad, to disgrace. Now 
continue the thread of your story. 


Octavia. - "I am truly dying of love," said Roberto. "Why does Sempronia begrudge me my 
happiness for so long?" 


Mother heard this. "I am not being begrudging," she replies, "but Venus takes delight in delay. 
The pleasures of love are enhanced by delay. I want to treat you two with liberality. Go lie down, 
go." She smiled. 


Tullia. - I understand. Go make love, she meant, go live. She sounded the trumpet for battle. 


Octavia. - She kissed us both. Then Manilia led us to the fray. She takes off my clothes and 
places me nude on the bed. Roberto leaps on top. "Here I have," he says embracing me, "the 
highest good, every good." 


"And may it be well," says Manilia, "for you happy lovers. I am not extinguishing these candles, 
Roberto. Your triumph will not be deprived of the light that it deserves." 


"And of course," answers Roberto, "the soft body of a beautiful girl is the triumphal car of Love. 
Atop this chariot of yours, Octavia, I will go down that dark road" (he stroked my pubic hair), "I 
will go to glory." 


He carefully explored my belly, chest, thighs. At length the boy's prick grew hard. "Assist me," 
he says, "assist me, my Venus." He gave me a kiss. 


"I will assist you," I say, "in whatever way you please. By being your servant I will feel like a 
queen. I will be just as you desire." 


"Oh, you are being silly," shouts Manilia running over to us. "We need action, not words. I am 
going to help you both, and by my aid enhance your pleasure with new delights. You are nice and 
hard, Roberto. Come, fling yourself and your passions onto this radiant bosom of Octavia." 


'Tn Horace Epistles 1.4.16, the Epicurean Horace playfully refers to himself as "a swine from the herd of Epicurus." 
? calls from the rocks: i.e. like a Siren luring men to shipwreck. 


"O mother," I reply, "do you want to witness this disgrace of mine? Please leave." 


"Foolish girl!" she answers. "You do not trust your nurse, foster daughter? Attack, Roberto, 
attack with heroic fortitude your incomparable heroine." 


As Manilia was speaking Roberto leaps atop me. He strikes my belly with his missile; but as the 
prick was wandering astray and leaping about, Manilia slipped in an officious hand and 
intercepted it. "Come, fugitive, into this workhouse of Venus. The tasks that you owe your 
mistress call you here." Then slapping her hand on the boy's loins she gives a shove. I 
immediately devour him; as he rises I draw him back in. Manilia forbids me to move. 


"Raise that left thigh, Octavia," she says, "stretch out the other one." I obey. "You, Roberto, 
pump your lover with soft, slow strokes. And you, Octavia, kiss him, but do not move." We do 
so. She added, "When you each feel the tingling foam of lust gushing from the well of desire, 
you, Octavia, give a sigh, and you, Roberto, attack Octavia with little bites." 


He begins to screw me with strokes that are vigorous, but slow and gentle. I hug him, I kiss him, 
but do not move. O good Venus! O good Tullia! I feel myself melting. I heave a sigh. 


"Now, now, Roberto," the pandering nurse urges, "help Octavia, help her. Churn those swift loins 
of yours." 


He pounds, he grinds. Then he attacked my neck with his teeth, pinching the skin. I gave a groan. 


"Now, now," repeats Manilia, "assist Roberto by shaking your loins. Raise them up, thrust 
swiftly. That is good, foster daughter. Lais with her quick, agile loins, I think, did not give such 
great pleasure." 


The sweet boy begins to melt and I feel my innermost recesses overflowing with the liquid fires 
of love. I spared neither my flanks nor breath. Never had I raced more swiftly to the goal of 
Venus. 


With one hand Manilia was stroking my buttocks, with the other Roberto's. Grasping my labia 
with her fingertips she pressed them together repeatedly, and with gentle pressure she milked the 
testicles of Roberto as he lay atop me. The boy collapsed and the nurse ran off clapping her 
hands in applause, the drama concluded. 


I gave countless kisses to the boy as he lay stretched out at my side. "Do you love me?" I said. 
"Did the gifts of my Venus please you? You are not disgusted, are you, you are not disgusted by 


me?" 


"Rather ask me, my mistress," he answers, "whether it disgusts me to have been in heaven with 
Jove and Juno and the mighty gods." 


"I ask this," I reply, "because men rush headlong into a girl's embraces and later they feel 


disgust." 


"You are not a girl," he says, "like these other girls of ours. You are a goddess of pleasure. If I 
ever grow weary of you, then I would grow weary of happiness in heaven, at the banquet of the 
gods. .. 


[Several pages are missing in the manuscript] 


"... I spent a sleepless night. The floor was shaking with such violence I was afraid the bedroom 
would collapse. You two staged a performance, I am sure of it. This Diana of yours played the 
archer Apollo. He pierced (do not blush, my Octavia) he pierced your Python. This morning as 
she was leaving and saying good-bye, I hugged her tightly to my chest. I felt no swelling of 
breasts on your Diana, nor did I see them. And she gave me a kiss that was sweeter than a 
woman's. Her face did not have the bright, healthy complexion that it did yesterday. The night's 
labor had turned it pale." 


"You are mistaken, Leonor," I reply. "I did not have a man in my widowed bed. I am ashamed to 
say it, but we entertained ourselves with a bout of amorous wrestling, Sappho versus 
Andromede. O if you could see the budding orbs of her breasts, Leonor, you would be set ablaze. 
O if you could see her. . . not really a cunt, but little cuntlet, you would go mad. In a sweating 
tribadic frenzy I gave pleasure as the husband and she as the wife." 


Tullia. - Enemunda, the sister of Fernando Porcio, was of surpassing beauty, and her friend 
Francisca Bellina was also exceedingly lovely. They did not know who loved the other more, or 
who was loved more by the other. They frequently slept together in Fernando's house. Fernando 
used to lay secret ambushes for Francisca, of the sort that Venus loves. The girl was aware that 
she was being pursued and congratulated herself for her beauty. 


One day the young man, tormented by desire, had arisen from his bed at dawn. He was soothing 
the flames of passion by a cool breeze on the balcony. In a nearby chamber the bed of his sister 
was shaking loudly. The door was open. Venus had kindly obliged the lover with the girls' 
carelessness. He enters. The girls are blinded by lust, intoxicated by lust, and do not see him. 
Francisca was naked and riding the naked Enemunda at full gallop. 


"Every day," said Francisca, "the most illustrious and lecherous pricks lay siege to my chastity. I 
will choose the most beautiful of them, but for you, my love. I want in this way to indulge your 
appetites and my own." 


She was hunching her fiercely as she said this. Fernando flung himself naked onto the bed. The 
girls were terrified and dared not flee. He wraps his arms tightly around Francisca, exhausted 
from her ride. He kisses her and says, "Do you dare, shameless woman, defile my sister, so pure 
and so chaste? You will be punished. I will avenge this outrage to my house. You will submit to 
my wild passion, as she has to yours." 


"My brother, my brother," answers Enemunda, "forgive us two lovers! Do not expose us to 
ridicule!" 


"No one will know," he says. "Let her grant me the favor of her cunt, and I will grant the both of 
you the silence of my tongue. No one will know..." 


[Many pages are missing in the manuscript] 


[Octavia. -] .. . painting nudes is forbidden by the new sages, the new Catos, who, if they have 
fallen from the sky, have surely fallen from the sky of the moon. 


Tullia. - The more ignorant and deranged each of these fellows is, the more arrogant. If you look 
for good judgment in them, if you look for learning, you are wasting your time. For the parent of 
the natural world made us nude. God is not a tailor or a cobbler. The use of clothing was 
discovered to ward off the injuries of storms and weather, not because our bodies were lacking 
something to make them beautiful, not because the hands of so great a creator produced anything 
foul and dishonorable which should rightly be covered up. The beauty of the body consists in the 
proper organization of its members, not in the adornment of clothing. The human body is the 
greatest work of the eternal mind. Who could deny it? It is the most glorious example of the art 
of the Creator. He who covers it condemns it. If He had not wanted it to be seen, did He lack the 
power to conceal it? Did He lack the skill? Do you think He was waiting for us to put the 
finishing touches on so miraculous a work by our arts and industry? He is mad who is so 
insulting. 


In most regions on earth people live as naked as they were created. There are even some zones 
where the torrid heat of the climate prohibits the use of clothing. Let these sharp-eyed lynxes 
look at that. In those places the power of sovereign nature displays the limbs and loins of men in 
all their nakedness. There are no shameful members in those regions. There are no foul parts. It 
is not considered a disgrace to be naked. Will the same power of nature in other lands 
capriciously wish them to be covered up as if they were shameful things, and concealed as if they 
were crimes? Will it wish it to be thought scandalous if they are seen? Let these lynxes look at 
that. 


The Greeks, a people renowned for their arts and ingenuity, painted their heroes and heroines 
nude. I saw at Rome a statue of Alexander, the work of Praxiteles. This scion of Hercules holds 
in one arm a lion skin and is otherwise completely naked. If you look at a portrait of the Emperor 
Charles, rival to Alexander, you see nothing of the monarch but his face and hands. Pictures like 
these portray clothing, not men. It would be foolish for someone to say he has seen you, Octavia, 
if he has never seen you in the nude. And so painting and sculpture have lost their prestige. Now 
sculptors and painters, if you except only one or two, are ignorant of the arts and sciences. They 
are drunken good-for-nothings who are artless in their art. Painting has abandoned painting, art 
has abandoned art. 


But there is a danger, they say, that if men and women are portrayed naked it will be a 
treacherous incitement to crimes. Nonsense! Those of our fellows who live in India and America, 
where the parts of girls are freely revealed, are nevertheless not moved to lust. They have grown 
accustomed to the sight and this has blunted their desire. Believe me, Octavia. In our selfish 
concern to protect ourselves we anxiously conceal our endowments, and it is this that most 


inflames the hearts of men. In their imaginations our attributes are greater than they later 
discover them to be. After we have made ourselves available to them, they do not burn so 
ardently. In an instant they grow tired of the very charms which the day before yesterday they 
worshiped sight unseen. 


Does the law forbid? The things that the law forbids are given an added allure. Most men, if they 
were freer, would be more chaste. If wine flowed in streams like water, you would scarcely find 
one or two sots. If women walked about naked, love would not become inflamed, as it is, with 
such depravity. Men who own paintings of nude maidens are not moved or agitated by the sight; 
long habituation has rendered them as insensible as marble. Those foolish sages judge the thing 
by their own guilty conscience. Their minds are fixed on the ground and so they feel themselves 
prone to all vices. Nor is their natural malevolence corrected or tempered by the study of the 
liberal arts, of which they are entirely ignorant. For the virtuous and the learned, other. . . 


[Much is missing in the manuscript] 
"... Do you accept?" 


"I indeed accept the condition," she answers smiling, "but I do not acknowledge the omen. For I 
want you as a friend, my sister, and not an enemy. The clownish act that the boy's madness led 
me to you call a crime. It was a game. Be that as it may, I accept the condition. But divert all 
your anger from the boy and direct it toward me." 


"I will do so," replies Judith. "He is the son of my cousin by a concubine, a charming girl, and I 
ought not hold him in hatred. My heart is not made of brass. My only command to you is that 
you obey whatever command I might think of." 


"I will obey," says Lucia. 


"I will take care of everything," adds Judith. "Have no fear from your husband. He loves the 
woods, not marriage. The devoted hunter Cephalus, I know, did not have much use for his wife 
Procris. I want you to wear a fibula."! 


At this a flood of tears flowed from the girl's eyes and Judith felt her fierce spirit soften. She 
frantically takes off the girl's garments. As she saw revealed the lavish charms of the young body, 
she cries, "O golden Venus!" and falls silent. In a little while she recovered her voice. "Juno will 
protect an unfortunate," she says. 


"Forgive me, sister," said Lucia, "do not rob me of my sex. Shall I who am a woman be not a 
woman except at the pleasure of a fibula? Forgive, good sister." 


Mancia and the boy had departed. "How pretty you are in your sorrow, Lucia, sister of mine and 
of Hebe!"” says Judith. "Do you wish to be mine? If you will be mine then I will not be mine." 


' Apparently, a clasp put through a piercing in the labia majora to prevent intercourse. 
? Hebe was a goddess of youth in ancient Greece. She was the daughter of Juno and a cupbearer for the gods. She 
came to be regarded as a model of virginal beauty. 


"I do wish it," replies Lucia, "but I know my ill fortune and your severity." 


Judith gave a kiss to the weeping girl. "You have softened this heart of stone," she says. "From 
this rock you have struck not sparks of love, but flames." She planted a kiss and drank in new 
fires. "I make only this one request," she adds, "that you love me and hate Juan. Serve me as a 
slave. By your servitude you will purchase a kingdom for yourself." Lucia promised to do 
whatever she wanted to be done. "And tonight I will lie with you," says Judith. "I will play the 
husband to my new bride." 


Octavia. - Ha ha ha! 
Tullia. - And throughout the night she filled the bed of the girl with her frenzy; she gave her a 
million kisses. She hunched her tirelessly and tormented her tender limbs with the impure 


delirium of her hands. She left just before daylight. 


In the following days she showed no sign of being angry at Juan, but the miserable boy was 
forbidden to go to his mistress. He therefore was consumed by grief and began to waste away. 


He went to see Mancia. "O Mancia," he said, "I was mad. It is you alone I love." They fall into 
embraces, and for Juan these were the way to Lucia's embraces. "Mancia, my light, I am dying, I 
am being destroyed by anger. Will that ungrateful and treacherous woman destroy me and I 
perish unavenged? If you wish it, I will not perish, I will live for you." 

"I will help you," replies Mancia, "but what plan are you considering? What are you preparing?" 


"I want to have the haughty woman in my power, to trample her foully in the mud." 


"I do not fully understand what it is you intend to do," says Mancia. "Do you perhaps wish to 
trample her in the bed, and not in the mud?" 


"I would rather sleep with Tisiphone," says Juan, "between whose filthy thighs there gapes a 
hellish toad. I would rather have sex with Charon." 


"Swear then," she says. 


"I swear," he says, "by all the gods, by all the goddesses. I even swear by you, who will be for 
me the greatest goddess, if you will help me." 


"I will help you, do not doubt it. You will praise my faithful aid and diligence, I know. By Venus, 
if there is any spirit in you, you will bring yourself to hate your mistress, who despises you with 
such viciousness .. . 


[Some pages are missing] 


"... 1 deceived guile by guile, my mistress. I had to take a roundabout way to reach felicity." 


"Ingenious, my sweet," replies Lucia. "Judith, whom I hate, loves me, and she torments me with 
her awful love. She is madly in love with me but she is wasting her time. I have kinder feelings 
for snakes." 


The boy began to grow hard with a generous, burning erection. Lucia beheld it with devouring 
eyes. "My spirit flees from me," she says, "it flees to you, my soul." She attacked the boy with 
kisses. 


"I too am dying, mistress. We are in a safe place," says Juan. A blush spread over the girl's face. 
She began to tremble and shake. "Rid yourself of this ridiculous modesty," Juan says. "Let me 
pierce this monster with my spear." Lucia smiled. Picture in your mind Venus with Adonis... 


[Many pages are missing in the manuscript] 


Octavia. - ... Several days earlier Margarita, a girl of divine beauty and character, was wed to 
Count Emanuel. She was worthy of the love of Roberto, and I would have forgiven him, I think, 
if he had loved her. 


Tullia. - And if a wounded lover knew how to forgive. 


Octavia. - In her wonderful intelligence and cleverness she surpasses all matrons, even the 
elders, and in her beauty she outshines her peers, even those most celebrated for loveliness. But 
amid her great fortune and brilliance, such is her humanity, her affability, her kindness, that her 
praises are on the lips of all. Luis Vives instilled these virtues in the young girl by his preaching 
and teaching, just as he instilled her first pleasures by his lovemaking. O happy is she who is 
born under your signs, O Apollo, O Venus! 


Margarita and Rodrigo had a great love for learning, and their mother Catalina Herrera took great 
pains to foster their talents and interests. She entrusted their education to Luis, far the most 
learned of our countrymen. The teacher was greatly taken with the girl and fell madly in love 
with her. This caused the great man shame, but pleasure as well. He did not want to love her, and 
at the same time he did. What was he to do? Men fall in love even against their wishes, nay, even 
with women they do not want to love. With love there is no free choice. 


The mother was away. She had no fear for her daughter and took no precautions regarding Luis. 
She had left them at home alone with one another, and in that home the man venerated for his 
prodigious learning reigned supreme. By chance he was discussing the structure of the human 
body. It happened that he was teaching about the heart. 


"This," he said, "is the marvelous seat of all human emotions. This is where love is born, and 
hatred. It is here that good and evil have their origin. From here come murder and bloodshed, by 
which humankind perishes before its time through the infliction of violence. From here comes 
the attraction of the sexes, through love, by which it grows and renews itself by reproduction. Do 
you think love is better than hate, Margarita?" 


"I am pure and good," she answers, "and have not up to now felt stirred by the evil promptings of 
either hate or love." 


"But you have reached that age," Luis replies, "when the veins of healthy youth begin to grow 
warm with a hidden fire. And you are certainly very healthy. And you are in love (do not blush) 
with Count Manuel, a most charming young man. You are in love, Margarita; you are in love and 
I rejoice." 


"I am in love," she answers, "with him whom my excellent mother chose as a husband for me. If 
I should deny it I would be lying, which would be most inconsistent with the morals you have 
instilled in me." 


"And you will love no one else?" adds Luis. "You will hold me in hatred?" 
"I will not," says she, "and I love you immensely. I would be ungrateful if I did not love you." 


"So then," says Luis, "if I should love you immensely as well, lovely and intelligent as you are, 
you will not reproach me for it?" 


"I will not," she replies. "I will be thankful, and one day, should the gods kindly allow, I will 
fully repay my thanks." 


As they were speaking Rodrigo came in. Luis changes the subject. "In the heart," he says, "there 
is a kind of workshop, as it were, where emotions are produced (these are commonly called 
passions), and in the middle of the brain the mind has its seat. It is a small organ called the pineal 
gland. Its workings are utterly miraculous. The finer, fiery particles of the blood fly there 
continually from the heart. They call them spirits, and with the aid and assistance of the senses 
and in consultation with the mind, they generate such movements and agitations as seem 
advantageous. Virtue and honor approve those emotions that the mind tempers, but condemn 
those that are treacherous and hostile. What good man would condemn us for hating those who 
injure and insult us? Who would not praise us for praising and loving those who love us and 
bless us with kindnesses?" 


"I understand," Margarita answered smiling. "Never will I be rightly charged with the fault of 
ingratitude, if my hope does not deceive me." 


On the following day he presents to the learned girl in a long narration the interior and exterior of 
the heart and brain and chest, as if placing them before her eyes. "But by Venus, divine 
Margarita," he says, "since you are so close to marriage, you need to learn the site and shape and 
function of those parts of the body whose special use in the rites of Hymen makes mortals 
godlike for the great pleasure it brings. For pleasure is the proffered reward by which men and 
women are enticed to marry." 


He boldly pursued his excited victim with prurient talk. Margarita beheld Hymen openly in all 
his nakedness and was set ablaze. The breast of the girl burned with new desire. Luis beheld the 
madness of the virgin and he himself went mad. "The hero who deflowers a heroine such as you, 


Margarita," said Luis, "will seem to me more blessed than Jove. O goddess, at what price have 
you been sold to a mortal? What riches on earth could buy such a blessing? O wretched me!" 


"The gods and I will show you better favor," she replied. 


"You favor me, Margarita," said Luis. "If you show favor the gods will show favor, even against 
their will." 


The maiden blushed and was silent. "What can this wretch hope for from you, who do not even 
want to utter a word?" puts in Luis. 


"I will not speak," replies Margarita, "but what do you want me to do?" 


"O beauty! O flower of youth!" He heaved a sigh. "You make me an equal of the gods," says 
Luis. 


The girl was silent and held her eyes fixed on the ground. Her ivory-white shoulders were 
covered by a silken cloak fastened with a golden brooch. Except for her slip she wore no other 
garment. Her bosom was unencumbered, the way to her breasts lay free. Aroused by love's 
frenzy he lost all restraint and grabbed first this breast and then the other: small, smooth and firm 
as marble, sparkling. He makes an offering to Hymen with a kiss. 

"What indeed is this!" The virgin groaned and her face was drenched with tears. 

"You hate me, my goddess," said Luis. 

"I do not," she replies, "but I do not want to give you what you want." 

"Yet you did not resist," says Luis. 


"I also do not want to deny it to you," she said. 


"What is it that you want, dear maiden?" said Luis. "You want neither to give nor deny. Of 
course you deny, if you do not want to give." With these burning words he mixed hot kisses. 


"For if I should give," says Margarita, "it would be whorish subservience. If I should deny, I 
would be insolent and ungrateful." 


"T understand, I understand!" shouts Luis. "You want me, if I am a man, to use force. You who 
are pure do not want me to make you a lewd proposal." 


"Up to this day," answers Margarita, "not even the shadow of an ugly thought has touched my 
mind. The rays of the sun are not purer than my mind and soul." 


"I know," says Luis, "you are purest purity." 


So saying he undid the brooches and removed her cloak and petticoat. Her modesty was poorly 
shielded by the slip that was left, a linen cloud.! Margarita was weeping, she offered no 
resistance. She blushed, she grew pale; she offered no other resistance. 


In the corner was a single couch low to the floor, draped with a black silk coverlet. Luis drove 
the trembling little sheep to it with his menacing staff of Venus. Not dearer to Dione was that 
shepherd from Amphrysus.” 


"Sit then on the couch, my goddess," he said. She sat down. Next he places her on her back in the 
middle of the camp (so did he call the couch). "For in this way the war is waged, the battle 
joined," he said. 


"O wretched me!" says Margarita. "Spare my chastity. If you love me, spare my modesty. What 
have I done in my misfortune? What indeed will you not do? I am truly ruined." 


"I will bring it about," answered Luis, "that you find the life of the gods in my embraces, and I in 
yours." 


Meanwhile he had rolled up the slip to the top of her chest. There lay open hundreds of charms. 
A thousand delights were revealed to the lust-maddened Luis. Her chest, belly, thighs, all had a 
beauty approaching the miraculous. Her mound of lust gently swelled. The crack that holds the 
pathway to heaven you could not see. You would have said it was the line drawn by the brush of 
Apelles, by which he surpassed Protogenes.? 


"Now it must be decided by war," says Luis, "to whom the Amores have given control of this 
citadel. And lo, I lead out of camp all my forces." 


He lowers his drawers and aims his manly weaponry at the trembling virgin. He was 
magnificently erect to the length of nine inches, but he surpassed that in thickness. "O mother!" 
exclaims Margarita. "Could you have thought, dear mother, that I would be fated to suffer this 
outrage? O I am defiled! Now I am nothing." 


"Nonsense, sheer nonsense," said Luis. "Courage, my goddess. You will approve, I know, and 
you will triumph, overflowing with supreme joy." 


He marvels at her thighs and at the better, sacred region of lust. He touches her pubic hair, curly 
and silken, which Venus herself seemed to have woven with her own hands. He gazes at her 
Venus with thirsting eyes. He parts the lips, he deftly explores the fiery crack with a flashing 
finger. 


"Beneath its crimson flower," he says, "I see beautiful virginity reclining. Well, virginity! Why 


' This remarkable expression for a diaphanous garment comes from Petronius 55. 

? This is a reference to the god Apollo, who was forced to serve as a herdsman by the Amphrysus River in Thessaly 
for King Admetus. The unusual phrase is from Vergil Georgics 3.2. 

3 Apelles and Protogenes were Greek painters who lived in the 4th century BC. The story of their contest as to who 
could draw the more subtle line is told in Pliny the Elder, Naturalis Historia 35.81-82. 


indeed do you sit there, lazy and idle? Away with you, foolish pride of foolish men! Why do you 
weary my mistress, you enemy of the human race, preventer of its perpetuation, deceiver of 
loves? You will die. I will stab and slay you." 


Without delay he flings himself into the girl's embrace, he stretches the bowstring tight and 
propels the shaft with violence. The soft and delicate girl is riven; she bellows; she heaves a deep 
sigh and screams. For the fiery Hymen did not slip gently into the shrine of Cupid, he burst 
inside in a violent assault. Joyful Cottyto runs riot within and rouses lust. What more can I say? 
The beautiful virgin is slain and comes back to life as a more beautiful woman. She was made a 
wife. 


Luis was fucking fiercely. She remained passive and did not move. Nevertheless, she could no 
longer refrain from offering assistance. She repeatedly utters groans, but of the sort that Amor 
loves when he is fucking, fast and breathless. She rolls her ecstatic eyes and madly shakes her 
marmoreal buttocks. "I am fainting. What is this wild madness? I am losing my mind." While she 
was speaking she began to melt in a great flood. Luis saw that she was melting and lent his 
support. 


Holy Venus! When I reflect on all these delights, my Tullia, I am set burning to my very marrow 
by a hidden flame. How about you? 


Tullia. — I am going mad, you fool. Keep on talking. You are giving me wonderful pleasure with 
this story of yours. 


Octavia. - The husband, giving himself up to his joyful labor, begins again his rapid succession 
of swift thrusts. But soon he too melts, and relieves the girl in her hidden fissure of lust with 
soothing rivers of desire. Margarita rages. All her modesty is drowned in the flood of pleasure. 
She gives kisses, embraces. She wildly tosses her arms, legs and loins, as sick folk do when they 
are burning of fever in their bed. For healthy lovers writhing and shaking in bed burn too with a 
fever, but it is your fever, Amor, turbulent and yet serene. All things in a word, Tullia. Each gave 
to the other the pleasure that is supreme, even for Jove and Juno, the supreme gods. 


It was a magnificent success for Luis. Seneca enjoyed no greater success when busying himself 
with Agrippina, or Ovid when pounding Augustus's Julia. Why are you laughing? Nay, 
Lampridio never enjoyed greater when panting and sweating on top of you. 


"This has been but a prelude, Margarita, by which you have been introduced to the rites of 
marriage," said Luis. "For tomorrow when the nuptials have been performed Manuel will clash 
with you his new bride in a true battle. You have now borne a man, dear Margarita, but you are 
soon to bear an ass. Though he is a most splendid and charming lad in other respects, his uncle 
Rodrigo is in the habit of calling him Onosander, Donkey Man. When he is erect his penis grows 
to fourteen inches, a true monster, and is as thick as a mule's." 


"I know of the monster," says Margarita. "Justina has warned me of the danger. I will be in 
torment. But after the pain, she said, I will experience a pleasure twice as great. We shall see." 


"The event will turn out well," replies Luis, "for your body is very well suited for it. But 
whatever must be endured, endure it with a brave and steadfast spirit." 


"And I will endure," she says, "for Justina said she has a thin and scrawny sister who 
nevertheless married a man better endowed than the rule and a mule" (using your expression, 
Tullia). "But you have pleased me wonderfully, Luis. Manuel will not please me so much, be 
sure of it." 


"And you please me as no other, my queen," replies Luis. "If you are mine, there is nothing else 
in life I might desire." 


"I will be yours, for as long as I live," responds Margarita. "You have been the first to win my 
love, and neither man nor the passage of time will take it away." 


"O blessed me!" he says. "Let all I own vanish, let the favoring breeze of fortune cease to blow: 
if only I have you, I will have wealth and possessions enough." 


So saying he assailed the girl with a flurry of kisses The girl fought back with kisses of her own. 
Their spirits rushed to join battle too, reawakened to desire. 


"But indeed, my Venus, my felicity," says Luis, "I want you to know how you should behave 
toward your husband, and how you should behave toward me. This instruction will be the final 
golden flourish of your multifaceted erudition. First of all, it must be your firm conviction that 
your husband's happiness is centered in you, and your happiness in centered in me. If you 
understand this, you will tolerate the love of your husband, you will crave and burn for mine. 
Between us let there be a free exchange of pleasures, let there be laughter and merriment and 
passion. Drive away your modesty when you are with me, banish your fear. But when you are 
dallying with your husband, take the utmost care that you maintain the modesty that is proper to 
matrons. Let him know that you are ashamed of your obedience, ashamed of your submission. 
Even be ashamed of your husband as well. With fear and shame suppress your aroused senses 
and restrain your desires. Let him see that while the cruel law of marriage grants him all liberties 
with you, you yourself really grant him none. But if you love me, you will not allow the lusting 
youth on the first or second night to be blessed with the consummate pleasure. That will be a 
consummate pleasure for me." 


He added many other things as well, and countless kisses. They began to grow hot. 


"Do you see, my Margarita?" he said. He waggled his stiff penis. A blush spread over the girl's 
face and she gave a lewd little smile. "Speak, by Jove! What does the mind of my beloved 
Margarita proclaim should be done with my beloved dick? Speak! But something unrestrained, 
something slutty." 


She answers laughing, "This lascivious creature, which bears itself so insolently in front of your 
girlfriend and insults her virginal modesty, I want thrust into a dark prison." She burst out 
laughing. 


"And so it shall be thrust," replies Luis. The beautiful dick willingly accepts its sentence, through 
love of the punishment. "Come into the jail, proud dick, come, slave of punishment." It willingly 
enters under its own power the dark jailhouse of dark love. 


Who does not know what happened next? 


They were both exhausted and lay resting. "May I perish," said Margarita, maddened by desire, 
"if I do not love you more than love itself. You taught me of the glories of nature, that I might be 
more esteemed, and now you teach me the use of life, the use of myself, that I might be more 
blessed. I would not want Manuel ever to share in your pleasure, if you have received any from 
me. I would like to be devoted to you alone and to no other man. But I shall make sure that you 
know I have heeded all the instructions you have given me." 


A wittily witless affair! 


When she was led to the marriage bed, she said that her head hurt. "Of course it does," replies 
her mother laughing, "and within an hour your sporting part will truly hurt, if my hope does not 
deceive me. Why are you using an imaginary pain as a pretext for your madness, daughter? Did 
you ask your husband to sacrifice this night for the sake of your fear? Foolish you! But really, 
what are you afraid of, crazy girl? He will split you, not kill you. I was younger than you are 
when I suffered worse pains than you will suffer. I was no more than twelve. I fared well. Obey 
your husband, you will fare well." 


With these words she left her naked in the bed. But she had put on a pair of silk drawers, and had 
sewn them around on all sides, so that there was no way for Hymen to reach her. Manuel came, 
he gave a kiss to the angry girl. Tears were flowing. "Why do you weep, my desire?" he says. 
"Do you envy me my happiness?" 


He orders the servants to leave, and tells them not to extinguish the candles. Then with 
outstretched arms he embraces the reclining girl. She fought him off and fled. The young man's 
clothes were tossed off and he was erect. The girl beheld, and saw death. She was horrified. "It 
would have pierced the deepest layers of your vulva," she said to herself, "it would have burst 
through your vitals. But I am safe." 


Manuel immediately begins to rub her breasts; Venus emerging from her shell would have 
wished them for her own. She resisted. Next he seeks the thighs and the place between the thighs 
and finds them barricaded. He is shocked, offended, a little angry. What was he to do? He adopts 
a plan born of wrath. "What protection were you expecting from a defense of this sort?" he says. 
And in a moment he burst through. Nor was there need of much force. Justina had sabotaged the 
malicious foolery of her mistress. 


Margarita protests and grows angry. Manuel mounts her. "Why do you vex me?" she says. "You 
will rob me of my life sooner than my modesty." She attacked the panting youth with her fists. 
Nonetheless, with a lover's ardor he pressed on with equal vigor. After a struggle he had opened 
the way to the highest good, he was near to victory. When she felt her strength flagging she 
became frenzied. She swiped his face with her fingernails and made a bloody wound. Then 


matters turned angry and hostile. The indignant young man dismounted the girl, the girl fled 
from the bed. Each was to the other a bitter enemy. 


The mother heard all this and comes running to find the couple raging with anger. She sees her 
daughter hiding in a corner beneath a drape, and her son-in-law on the far end of the bed looking 
at his injured face in the mirror and washing it with cold water. "Good Venus," she shouts, "what 
kind of marriage is this? What is this wildness? O son, O daughter, is this the way you 
consummate your marriage and make love to one another? What am I seeing?" 


"You have not given me a wife, sweet mother," replies Manuel, "but a tigress. O Hymen! Only an 
hour ago this girl was the choicest flower of maidenhood. By what caprice of fate has she 
suddenly been changed into a savage tigress? Certainly by no act of my own. See, mother, the 
marks she has made on my face." 


The matron was furious. "Speak, viper," she says, "where have you hidden my daughter, a good, 
sweet, obedient girl? You are certainly not she. But you will not escape the consequences, you 
will be punished." 


"Forgive your daughter, mother," says Manuel, "as I her husband forgive my wife. I would rather 
die than that you inflict any punishment on the one who is my soul, whom I love to desperation, 
though she be ungrateful." 


"What do you have to say, mad and wicked girl?" replies her mother. "What is your answer?" 


"I confess that I have done wrong, mother, and I am deeply sorry," says Margarita. "I humbly ask 
for forgiveness. Forgive this madness, which was not my own, but Fate's." 


"I do forgive it," says Manuel. "But who am I to pardon my queen? If I have truly given you any 
offense, I would wish it unsaid, wish it undone." 


These generous sentiments broke the bold stubborness of Margarita. "Permit me, mother," she 
says, "to reconcile with my husband in my own way, without your help. I will appease him, I 
hope. I will regain his favor. Please go, dear mother. Do you want me to parade before you 
naked? I will comply with your commands. I will submit to the love or the lust of my husband." 


"I will leave then, daughter," her mother replies. "But see that you perform your duty, as pleases 
a wife, as becomes an honorable woman." 


Naked as she was, the girl of modest character flies immediately into the arms of her husband. 
She kisses him, she asks for pardon. "Come, take what vengeance you want from the miscreant, 
sweetest Manuel. I accept it without protest." 


He caresses her as she sits in his lap sighing. "What vengeance should I wish to take," he says, 
"if I should be better than you were, other than to seize your kisses and the flower of your 
virginity?" 


At length he places his lunatic lover on the edge of the bed. He surveys all the charms of all her 
members. He praises, marvels, is astounded. Zeuxis would have found in her alone what he 
sought in many women, a supreme beauty worthy of Venus.' He fondles her breasts, chest, 
thighs. With gliding hand he feels her buttocks and the good part. Margarita consented. She 
denied nothing and all but gave. The youth grows hot at the sight, is inflamed by the touch. 
Everything delights him, and fills him with a joy that is inconceivable to one who does not or has 
not loved. 


In the meantime the dick rises to partake of these pleasures. Impatient of delay, it leaps, it 
bounds. Manuel had moved the left hand of the girl to touch it. She grew pale and groaned. "As 
you see, dearest Margarita," said Manuel, "it rises and becomes inflamed. Soon, very soon, my 
mistress, it will convince you in your innermost depths of the limitless love I have for you. It will 
shower all pleasures upon you. A little later you will love (do not doubt it) both Venus and me. 
Certainly you will see no sleep this night, but you will see Jove. We will dance a merry three- 
step to full daylight with Venus and Hymen, and Priapus shall lead the revels. But the festivities 
will take place within, in the grotto of your innocent vulva." He had inserted his middle finger. 
"But dear Margarita, my heart, my light, place yourself on the bed and prepare yourself for 
battle. Favor Venus, that she might favor you." 


The girl blushed and heaved a sigh. In an instant he takes possession of her as she lies on her 
back, and with the sinews strained to the utmost, he thrust into the tender girl a flashing spear, of 
the sort that Hercules rammed into Omphale. The seam offered no resistance, but was shattered 
by the violent impact of the battering ram. The spear was driven deep and stuck fast. The girl let 
out a shriek. The mother was by the door of the bridal chamber; how pleased she was when she 
heard it! "Onward, my son-in-law, onward!" she shouted. "Avenge your injuries. Be unmoved by 
pity. Know that you are the husband, make her feel that she is the wife." 


Gaining spirit from this war cry Manuel renews the battle, and the girl renews her hollering. 
Finally, with awesome violence he buried the flaming shaft in the vitals of the poor girl. "O 
mother," shouts Margarita, "O mother, come help me! I am dying, mother!" 


She added tears to her lamentations, but in vain. The youth's labor of love was at a fevered pitch. 
His churning, pumping buttocks were working feverishly with a swift, relentless motion. The girl 
wailed. Rivers of tears poured from her eyes. She was receiving a fine fucking, a splendid 
screwing. Suddenly she felt raging torrents of passion gushing from the mobile loins of her lover 
into the parched lake of her vulva. With a supreme effort he presses the shaft even deeper. The 
girl trembled when the blow was struck. She groaned loudly. But she was moved not a whit to 
desire. The young man collapsed. 


The mother enters with the maid Justina. She had noticed that the fury had subsided. Margarita 
was silent, the bed had stopped creaking and was silent. "Now, Margarita," she says, "I recognize 
my child. You restored my daughter to me when you restored his wife to her husband. I rejoice." 


' Zeuxis was a Greek painter of the 5th century BC. According to legend, when he was preparing a painting of Helen 
of Troy he selected five models for their best attributes and used them to create a composite of ideal beauty. See 
Cicero De Inventione 2.1-3. 


"O mother," says Margarita, "you have not given me a husband. Did you think him a man, 
mother, when you knew that part of him belonged to a donkey?" The mother laughed, and 
Manuel too. 


"And this donkey member, my daughter," answers Catalina, "will make a fine match for a girl's 
member. Be hopeful. For the consummate pleasure you must pay a dear price (so the Amores 
have willed it)." Then she gave the virgin two nuts coated with sugar, and four to Manuel. "For 


you must recover your strength, my son-in-law," she says, "and have need of fortification." 


Justina in the meantime was arranging the disheveled sheets. She groans. "Why do you groan?" 
says Catalina. 


"What is this disaster? See, mistress, the cruel slaughter of your virgin." 
She sees the sheet spattered with a great deal of blood. "In the bloodied virgin," she says, "I see 
my pure and chaste virgin. And I better recognize my daughter amid the gore of her slain 


virginity." 


"O mother," says Margarita, "you had promised yourself and me a marriage. You expected a 
marriage and it was a slaughterhouse." 


The mother gave her a kiss. "Be of stout heart," she says, "and you will be, for you will be 
mindful of your duty. And you, my son-in-law, strike firmly, and you will strike firmly, for you 


are in love and have the strength of youth." Then she left. 


Manuel caresses the girl in an embrace. "Forgive me, mistress," he says. "Thus did the battle 
have to be fought by your hero with his heroine while making war in her camp." 


"I do forgive you," she answers. "The pain you inflicted was through love. If you loved me less, 
you would not have fought so fiercely. But I have a consolation: We both shall bear the wounds 
of this night's battle.”’! 


"Our spirits were united before our bodies were. But, my dearest wife, if you love me..." 


"Do you doubt that you are loved, sweetest husband," interjects Margarita. "You murder me if 
you doubt it." 


"For indeed, if you love me, in whatever I wish for," he replies, "adapt your desires to mine. 
Lend your strong, beautiful, voluptuous body to my passions." 


"I will do so," she responds, "and I will serve your pleasure." 
Thus was a pact struck between them. 
Tullia. - By Venus hunching Adonis! The marriage bed in which man and woman lie is the royal 


' Claudian Cento Nuptialis. 4.29: “nocturni referens vulnera proelii”. 


seat of Amor. Amor rules there with supreme authority. For when he takes in his hand the stiff 
dick and wields this white scepter tinged with red, all things obey. Even the hearts of the 
disaffected obey. 


Octavia. - Manuel with his kisses was gathering the sweet drops of ambrosia on her rosy lips. 
Just so do the flitting little bees gather the heavenly gifts of wax and honey from the thyme and 
flowers of Mt. Hymettus. He sucked the fragrant strawberries of her breasts. He beguiled her 
smooth, firm, shining buttocks with gentle slaps. Inserting his finger he provoked her peaceful 
cunt and declared war on the trembling creature. He drank in new flames. Even Margarita began 
to become inflamed. The noble dick swells and leaps up. He jabs the girl with it; it is stiff as 
ivory, white-hot as a thunderbolt hurled from the sky. Margarita laughed, gaining spirit from the 
affront. "Will there then be no truce with me, my husband? War, I see, war is declared on me, 
saith she.” 


"I am burning with love," says Manuel. "Prepare yourself for battle, Penthesilea my Amazon, 
open the field of Venus. Let Venus be in doubt to whom is owed the laurel. Let us be in suspense 
as to whom the victory belongs." 


He had leapt upon the girl. With one or two thrusts he had plunged his dick into the fissure of 
Hymen. "This," he said, "is the food of goddesses. Good, you have devoured it. The famished 
vulva shall enjoy a sumptuous feast and sate its hunger with the food of goddesses." 


He proceeds to fuck her, nor was Margarita discomfited. In a moment she even felt herself 
roused to lust. She gives a sigh to the rising excitement and a kiss to the thrusting Manuel. He 
presses upon her with vigor and shakes her mightily. Soon the girl melts in a great flood, and 
pants breathlessly beneath her fierce rider as he races for the finish line. In a little while Manuel 
melts too, showering her with the balsam of Venus. 


Suddenly Margarita became another person. She raised her loins, gave kisses, embraces. For a 
second time she flows with desire. She was amazed that she had changed so quickly and had left 
chastity so far behind. She believed that a trick had been played on her, that Venus's cunt had 
been exchanged with her own without her knowledge, that it was not her cunt she was using in 
these games. In her salaciousness she did not recognize herself. In the space of nine hours the 
tireless girl completed ten races in the contest. 


From that night forward she raged with lust. When Luis asked her how she could satisfy so 
wonderfully endowed a husband, she answered that her husband could not satisfy her. No day or 
night did she spend without sex. At night she left Manuel pale and exhausted from the conflict, 
by day Luis. 


Only two days ago she began to be disgusted by Venus. She asked her mother that she be 
permitted to sleep for a few nights separate from her husband. She said that she was no match for 
so mighty an athlete. Her mother obtained permission for her request. She curses marriage (this 
is what her mother said), and praises the innocence and serenity of virgins. Laugh, Tullia. 
Through incessant fucking she returned to chastity. 


! Ovid Remedium Amoris 2 


Tullia. - A pleasant way to get there! Haha... 
[Many pages are missing in the manuscript] 


"... and it was this error," he said, "that caused me to fall in love with her. I thought her to be 
good; she is a bear. I believed her to be chaste; she is a wolf." 


And so with this change of heart there was a change of lovers. He abandoned the lewd, wanton, 
shameless Joanna to her wild ways and gave his heart and love to Clemencia, who was virtuous 
and honorable and intelligent. The splendid matron was delighted by the excellent youth. But 
Clemencia wanted love, not pleasure. She wanted to be cherished, not fucked. Padilla began to 
waste away with heart-sickness, and Clemencia was grieved as she watched her lover perish. She 
sought to comfort him as best she could with words and acts of kindness. "If you love me," she 
said, "you will not sully me with sin. You loved me because I was good, because I was chaste. 
You will not love me, if you are good, when you find my morals changed and that I am wicked 
and impure. I value honor more than this fleeting life. For me life without honor is no life at all; 
it is better to die. Do not act as other men, who are foolish and befouled by lust, but love my 
character, love my morals." 


She intermingled kisses as she spoke, but these were cold and dry, like the kisses Philistaea gave 
her brother Socrates. "Do you wish me to die," responded Padilla, "a victim of your savage 
chasteness? Gladly will I perish. But why do you cloak your cruel savagery with the mantle of 
honor? You must believe that a lover can be honorably slain." 


When his prayers and lamentations were of no avail, he succumbed to illness. The medical 
soothsayers deemed it fatal. Not knowing the cause and uncertain as to what remedies to apply, 
they cursed their worthless profession. Raimundo wept, because his kinsman of such sterling 
merit was being cut off in the very bloom of youth. Clemencia wept, who knew it was she who 
had brought him to death's door. Raimundo wants her to visit the sick man; in the violence of his 
illness he had muttered something about Clemencia, as if he had something he wished to tell her. 
When he saw her standing before him, tears streaming down her face, the dying man smiled. He 
orders those who had gathered in the chamber to leave. 


"I am not worthy, divine Clemencia," he says. "Why do you weep? I am obeying your will. You 
bid me to die and lo, I am dying." 


"I did not so bid," she answers. "Nay, if I hold any sway over you, I bid you to live. If you do not 
live, life will be a burden to this wretched soul. I shall rush to death. Fleeing from life, I shall 
follow you fleeing me. Live, my Padilla, if you do not wish that I die, I who am your life, as you 
were wont to say, my love. You will find me more compliant. You will have reason to praise both 
me and life." 


She gave him a kiss and snatched him from the Fates. The sick man's strength suddenly returned 
and the violent illness abated. He recovered his former health and in a few days was on his feet. 
Clemencia rejoiced and gave thanks. 


But Padilla said, "You recalled me from the river Styx by the promise of life, but life I have not 
yet seen. You know at what price you redeemed me from despair. Not from love of light do I 
behold the light. You offered me a greater hope." He asked her either to show him pity or to 
return him to death. She was evasive and enticed the desirous youth with vain hope. 


Raimundo had been gone for eight days and it happened that Padilla was summoned by the 
Emperor Charles. The Emperor had placed the young man of noble birth and spirit in command 
of a legion which he was sending to Italy. Before Padilla departed he went to see Clemencia. He 
finds her alone in her bedroom and forces himself upon her, willing or not. The conflict was 
fierce and four times repeated. Night put an end to the battle. Behold, Octavia, what an honest 
woman's virtue and love of glory can achieve. 


After Padilla left she felt remorse for the deed. She saw the crime with which she had polluted 
body and soul and was horrified. "What have I done in my wickedness? What have I suffered in 
my misfortune?" she said in her heart. "Woe's me! When I subjected myself to another's desires, I 
cast myself headlong from the lofty pinnacle of honor on which I brightly shone. Woe's the 
polluted woman! Shall I dare lift my eyes to heaven? Shall I dare wish to behold and be beheld 
by that light that was witness to my crime? Whither am I to flee? But wretch that I am I cannot 
flee myself. Wheresoever I go I will be to myself both outrage and punishment. O Honor, my 
divinity! How can I endure myself, an unendurable abomination? I could more easily endure 
death. It is necessary to die." 


She condemns herself to death. For the rest of the day she abstained from food and spent a 
sleepless night, weeping and groaning and wailing. Padilla came the next day. Clemencia sat in a 
corner and wept, pounding her breast with her fist. "0 gods above, send down on this dire head 
your three-forked lightning bolts! Free earth and heaven from the sight of this lurid monster!" 


When Padilla approached her she grew silent and suppressed the turmoil in her breast. "What 
indeed," he says, "do I see in my misfortune? Have you restored life to me, O Clemencia my life, 
only to take it away? What mad caprice caused this change of heart?" 


Saying this, he tried to kiss her, but Clemencia gave him a fierce look and angrily pushed him 
away. "You polluted me, poisoner, with your lust," she said, "and you wish me to live? It is better 
to die." 


"If you die," answers Padilla, "you will have a companion. Do not doubt it. Was it for this 
purpose that you deceived this credulous fool? Did you recall me from death that you might 
destroy me with a death still crueler? But look, my hope, if you do not return to a sounder state 
of mind, if you do not cease to call down all manner of destruction on yourself, lo, I will stab 
myself with this dagger before your very eyes." 


He had bared a dagger. Clemencia was struck with terror: "Forbear, forbear, my Padilla, to 
contemplate any such act against yourself. I shall live, and I make this promise in good faith. But 
you in turn must not refuse what I demand. Do not refuse." 


"I will not refuse," says Padilla. 
"Promise me truly," repeats Clemencia, "and swear you will not refuse." 


"I promise," he replies, "and I swear by all the gods and goddesses. If I break faith, may I incur 
your wrath, my goddess, for I dread less the wrath of all the gods and goddesses." 


"T want in the future," answers Clemencia, "for us to love one another with a fraternal devotion, 
with an honest love." Padilla hesitated and was aggrieved. "But indeed," adds Clemencia, "unless 
you agree, you cruelly send me to my death. For if you refuse, you are wicked and do not love 
me but your own pleasure. It would be useless for you to claim otherwise." 


"I want you alive and well," replies Padilla, "O matron worthy of all praise! Since you so bid, my 
queen, I obey, I accept the condition." 


Just as the the sun is more lovely when it returns to a clear sky after the clouds have been swept 
away, so too did the face of Clemencia glow with a more charming beauty after the melting away 
of her sorrow. She dined freely and gaily with the brother who had been her lover. Nevertheless, 
after Padilla went to Italy the girl was assailed by a vast swarm of illnesses. She was constantly 
uttering sighs and shedding tears. She was ashamed of her crime, and ashamed of living. But 
mindful of the pledge she had given the youth she made no further attempt on her life. 


Four months later a message was brought saying that Padilla had been killed in the battle at 
Pavia, the battle in which King Francis was taken prisoner. Then all the girl's resolve gave way to 
desperation. Within a few months she wasted away with cruel grief and at last miserably perished 
from starvation. When Raimundo asked her why she was willingly departing life and leaving a 
husband who she well knew loved her deeply, the moment before she breathed her last she 
replied: "I am unworthy of so good a husband; you are worthy of a more honorable wife. In my 
misfortune I have sinned against both you and myself. I have avenged your injuries and my own. 
In this alone I am praiseworthy, that when I knew I was undeserving of your love, I sentenced 
myself to death for my wickedness. Pity and forgive me." 


After saying this she perished in the arms of her husband. In her sin, Octavia, you see a woman; 
in her repentence a heroine. 


Octavia. — You are joking, Tullia. You can not be serious. Who would dare call this crazy girl a 
heroine, who had been driven out of her wits by a fit of blind desperation? "We each of us suffer 
our own hell." The Fates did not lead her away willingly, they dragged her off by force. 


Tullia. - Even desperation has its glory. When Cato began to despair of himself and the republic, 
he put an end to his life by his own hand. And the Stoics worshiped Cato as a kind of god of 
heroic fortitude. When Clemencia despaired that she could occupy longer the summit of honor 
on which she sat enthroned, she wasted away. In my judgment she deserves to be honored and 
worshiped by honest concubines such as we as a goddess of whorish virtue. 


Octavia. - And she feared for her life if her husband found out, and her fear gave her courage. I 


myself would race to death. If my soul were fleeing infamy, I would open a way for it with a 
sword. 


Tullia. - I would prefer to die by my own hand than at the hands of my husband. O the 
inhumanity of men! They claim everything for themselves and grant nothing to us. Men think 
they will suffer dishonor (what madness!) if they forgive us our lust, if they spare a wife, whom 
even lions would spare. 


When the forces of King Francis were routed at the battle of Pavia and he was taken prisoner by 
Lannoy and Bourbon, Francoise de Foix, far the loveliest of maidens, filled her bosom with tears 
and the skies with her lamentations. I will relate the incident to you, Octavia. It is a pitiful tale 
well worth knowing. 


Mars served under the monarch, and the monarch served under Venus. To Mars he was a valiant 
general, to Venus a most valiant soldier. He loved being crowned with both laurel and myrtle. 
Among his courtiers was a man from Armorica of the highest birth, Jean de Chateaubriand, who 
had a wife of divine beauty. Chateaubriand knew the character of the king and the nature of 
women. His friends chided him for denying to them and the whole court the presence of his wife; 
it was like depriving them of sunlight. The girl, twenty years old and the mother of a single child, 
had not lost her youthful beauty. If you had seen her you would have thought her a virgin. The 
husband claimed that his wife had resolved never to set foot outside of Armorica. At the urgent 
prompting of the king he wrote to her, telling her to come. All in vain. The author of the 
deception even pretended to be peeved at his wife. 


It happened once that as he was on his way to bed, he carelessly dropped half of a golden ring. 
The chamberlain saw it, and picking it up he returned it to his lord. "I would sooner lose," said 
Chateaubriand, "a thousand talents." 


The king was shrewd and suspected the truth of the matter. The chamberlain was bribed by the 
promise of a reward and the king had a duplicate made, with such careful artistry that even the 
husband himself could not tell the one from the other. The ring is sent to the wife and in a few 
days she happily arrives in Paris and rushes to the arms of her husband. He is dumbfounded, and 
all but explodes with anger because his wife forgot the rule he imposed and had come without 
being summoned. 


She is dumbfounded too and produces the half of the ring. "Do you seek some other 
authorization from me?" she says. "You ordered me to set out when you sent for me. I did not 
come without leave. I received this half of the ring and it fit perfectly with the one I kept for 
myself." He saw that he had been duped and hid his resentment, lest he become a laughing-stock. 


The following day Louise, mother of the king, summoned the girl to her. She was a willing 
accomplice in her son's affairs. "You are of surpassing beauty and character," she said. "Why 
were you lying hidden in a corner of the kingdom, wonderful woman? The court was deprived of 
a star." 


To sum up the whole matter briefly, the king was remarkably delighted with the girl and she with 


him. Things went well for the lovers. All things yield to Amor, even when he is not a king and 
seated on a throne. When he is king, even the grim virginity of Minerva will yield to him. The 
husband was clearly aggrieved. He muttered, he made threats. The wife, panic-stricken, grew 
despondent. Her royal lover noticed her inner anguish. He took her away and put her in a place 
of safety. And so they spent festive days together, each in the other's arms. 


But blood-thirsty Mars envied the peaceful Venus her triumph. After a few months, with more 
valor than wisdom, the king makes war on Milan. When he was taken prisoner at Pavia and 
carried off to Spain, the wretched girl fell headlong from the height of felicity. Reduced to foul 
poverty, what course was she now to take? One born of desperation. The Furies drove the 
doomed girl to her husband. Her relations had intervened and sought to placate him. No 
Frenchman now but Scythian savage, he accepted her, pale and mourning, back into his home 
but not into his favor. He received her not as a wife, but as a witch and vampire. He shut her up 
in a chamber with her daughter and a maidservant. The unhappy girl had no other contact or 
communication with any human being. 


When the infant daughter passed away she took with her whatever humanity remained in the 
heart of the assassin. Ten days had not yet passed when he enters the chamber, raging with fury. 
"You know, adulteress," he roars, "the marks of disgrace with which you have wrongly branded 
me. You condemned yourself to death when you sinned. By Hercules, life should be loathesome 
to you, who long before ceased to live when you lost your honor. For the virtuous, true life is 
honor. It is necessary to die. Behold, all things have been prepared for your punishment; you too 
shall be. Dare by a noble death to honor the life that you stained with your crimes. And do not 
think you can sway me with entreaties. You could sooner move the gates of hell." 


The impious husband was accompanied by two servants and a surgeon to serve as executioner. 
The girl was dragged howling from the bed, and imploring in vain for the aid and protection of 
men and gods, the veins in her arms and legs were opened and she was cruelly left to die. And so 
she perished, worthy of a better fate or a better husband. 


And the depraved butchers see this is an act of honor, which, if it were done by leopards and 
bears, they would regard as a reproach to Nature, the common parent of men and beasts! That 
she should and could have been punished would have been punishment enough for the noble girl, 
in my opinion. 


But while we have been talking and exchanging stories, dear Octavia, the day has come to an 
end. On the morrow, if you are free, we can speak further. Farewell, dear heart, and love me, if 
you want me to be happy. 


Octavia. - On no night has kind Amor ever brought me so many pleasures as he has on this day, 
cousin, by these stories of you. By the dry lips of Minerva, I would rather spend the whole day 
listening to you tell such stories, than spend all night being screwed by Amor himself. Fare thee 
well, cousin. 


Tullia. - Charming creature! Farewell, cousin. If you fare not well, may I cease to exist. Farewell. 


Octavia. - And farewell to you, my Cottyto. If you had not been intelligent, I would be a stone. I 
received life from my parents, from you intelligence. A girl without intelligence is nothing but 
dirt. 


Tullia. - If she does not rise from her humble state by a fervent effort of mind, tell me, Octavia, 
what is more wretched, more abject and filthy, than a woman? She is a living pot for her bedmate 
to pee in. Nothing more. O shame, o filth! Now fare thee well, and give us a kiss. 


FINIS 


Haec editio colloquii ultimi Satyrae Sotadicae Aloisiae Sigeae ex editione Amstelodami typis 
excusa anno 1678 desumpta est. Illud exemplar, prelo paratum ab auctore ipso, in 
annotationibus criticis siglo G indicatur. 


Fescennini. 


Tullia, Octavia. 


Tullia.- Considamus hic sub patula ulmo. Vis, Octavia? 

Octavia.- Maxime! Et Hymenaeum cieamus.! 

Tullia.- Belle! Nam nudam te nudiustertius vidit Comes Alphonsus et furere coepit. 

Octavia.- Nudam me? 

Tullia.- Te nudam. Nam is palam praedicat, Venereus flos. 

Octavia.- Te pugno petam tam dicacem. 

Tullia.- Ego te osculo tam procacem. 

Octavia.- Praeter Caviceum meum homo me nudam, per ocellos tuos libidinosos, nemo vidit. 
Tullia.- Nullo scilicet Theodorum habes in numero? 

Octavia.- Memini et pudet. Apage! Ut me miris ille sermonum praestigiis, Venus aurea!” 


Tullia.- Suspicione assequor quid id sit quod silere vis nec vis. Novi libidines tuas; per testiculos 
Veneris, novi. 


Octavia.- Bona verba! Quid vero obtrectas, inepta, de Alphonso? Forte steti in somnis ob oculos 
eius nuda? 


Tullia.- Intelleges, turturilla mea. Qui Octaviae vidit animum, perspectos exploratosque habuit 
mores et animi candorem, num vidit Octaviam nudam? Per Platonis manes, vidit. 


Octavia.- Scite nugaris. Quam velit Alphonsus dari sibi fruendam intellego: illam scilicet quae 
animo et mente, non hanc quae corpore consistit et membris.* Quam putas eliget, optio si detur? 
Cui arriget, si sanus est. 


' G iceamus; cf. infra “meram puramque ciebant Venerem.” 
> G cum signo interrogationis. 
3 G cum signo interrogationis. 


Erat in suburbana Eleonorae villa Alphonsus. Convenit et Isabella Menezia et recens, ut ego, 
nupta Aloisia Fonseca. Secuta est confabulatio opiparum prandium, sed libera, sed parum pudica. 
Musto madidas iudicasses. Placui tamen. 


Tullia.- Alphonso tu, Eleonorae Alphonsus. 


Octavia.- Odi hominis levitatem, odi amorem; nec ad me transfugam ex Eleonorae castris velim 
recipere, si bona sim. 


Tullia.- Et magni es puella cunni et animi. O egregiam heroidem et meliori saeculo dignam, 
aureoque illo quo mentulae urgebant bilibres! Sed aiunt quod in ceteris rebus flagitiosum videri 
possit, id in amore interdum posse laudabile videri. 


Si violandum est ius, fruendae amicae gratia 
violandum est; in ceteris rebus pietatem colas. 


Quae inter amantes iactari vulgo de amantium dolis et inconstantia solent, haec sunt omnia non 
amantium sed amentium somnia. 


Octavia.- Pulchrae res! Periit Eleonorae vir abhinc annum in pugna a Gallis caesus et abhinc sex 
menses ingeniosa, opibus pollens, aetate florens, formosa deperit Alphonsum. Fassa equidem est, 
quod amans expetat ab amante, negasse nihil; superesse nihil quod donet amplius quo beet 
cupidum iuvenem. Laudares? Certo scio non laudares, si vellem me optimae feminae, quae a me 
sibi nihil timet, rivalem fieri. 


Tullia.- Amo in te, Octavia, generosi hoc pectoris robur. Ut vivis perge vivere. 


Octavia.- Molestum, puto, tibi non erit audire quae nostrae ea in confabulatione fuerint 
dicacitates, facetiae, lusus, 10c1; nec mihi erit dicere. 


Ut consedimus! omnes, Eleonora ridens, salax, venerem spirans, conversa ad Aloisiam: 
"Agedum," inquit, "ut tibi placent novae noctes? Ut colluditis tuque tuusque Rodericus in hoc 
quo calescitis amoris aestu?" 


Suffusa rubore puella; subrisit tamen nescio quid molle et subans. 


"Erubescis, Aloisia? O pudorem impudentem!" exclamo ego. "Video eius in oculis vultuque toto 
meretricios” ignes. Ceventis murmura ipso audio in silentio paelicis. Quid times, inepta? Ut illic 
libere agis omnia, istic loquere." 


"Sane" reponit Aloisia, "citius pudicitiae, quae se ab his sermonum nequitiis puram servet, 
abstulerit palmam, quam quae ab omni temperet sibi voluptatum libidine. Casta est non quae 
casta est sed quae audit." 


' G concedimus 
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"Belle, belle!" subicit Alphonsus. "Utcumque vivat, pudica est cuius pudici sermones, tetricum 
os. Nihil utique magni interest et pudicos esse mores.”! 


"At enim his sub meis tectis," refert Eleonora, "semper ingeniosis licent quae usquam licent." 


"Vitam non vivit," repono, "qui timide vivit. Nam timidos et Fortuna repellit et odit Amor. 
Primus est felicitatis gradus audere per veros Amoris gradus ad felicitatem ire." 


Tullia.- Non omisisti dicere qui sint isti felicitatis gradus?* Et hac etiam via venimus ad summum 
bonum. 


Octavia.- "Omnia inter bonos et honestos bona et honesta," subicit Eleonora. "Ii vero boni sunt et 
honesti qui supinam vulgi malignitatem diligenti et sedula a se suisque nugis cura averterint? nec 
ideo minus a stultis vulgi opinionibus abfuerint. Id credas respondisse tibi Venerem ex imis 
selectarum libidinum adytis." 


"Generis nos humani quis neget gaudium esse," adicio ego, "et lucem et vitam? Si gaudium, 
melior gaudii pars in iocis, in salibus; si lux, quanta quanta est lucis amoenitas, quae varias 
rerum formas, quae pulchritudinem nescio magis an fingat quam pingat? Quae non delectat vita, 
sub falsa vitae imagine leti genus est. Nec sane delectat absque multo varioque sensu 
voluptatum. Sunt voluptates condimentum vitae: absint momento, fastidio erit. In nobis igitur 
laeta sint* oportet omnia, petulca,’ procacia. Si qua est mulier severae frontis, austeri animi, 
petat, petat illa ursorum spelaea, ursis digna procis. Quis huic beluae velit homo cultum 
honoremve adhibere a qua nulla permanare possit delectatio? 


"Dein, ut frui voluptatibus dulce est, sic et meminisse fruitionis suave est. Sunt qui in voluptatis 
aut spe aut recordatione summam inveniant voluptatem; qui gratiorem sentiant Venerem dicendo 
quam fruendo. Per pruriginosum libidinis tuae nidum, Aloisia, recordando diuturnae fiunt 
voluptates quae puncto temporis fluxae elabuntur. Sic ipsae sibi, dum repetuntur memoria, 
succrescunt. 


"Vis bene beateque vivere? In Veneris hortis lege poma, decerpe rosas. Eruditae libidini prospere 
omnia cedunt. Etiam in voluptatis umbra veram invenies voluptatem, si velis." 


Tullia.- Quam multa paucis! Quam acute, quam apte! 
Octavia.- Quid? Demum persuaderi se passa est Aloisia. Abiecta omni verecundia mirabiles 
effutire, nullo delectu, coepit omnis generis nugarum nequitias. Subridebat® Eleonora, ridebam 


ego; Isabella vero et Alphonsus cachinnis implebant domum. 


Tullia.- Sed risu inepto res ineptior nulla est. 
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Octavia.- Abstinuisses a risu? 


"Cum primum Roderici pugionem," dicebat, "adactum in corpus ad capulum usque excepi, 
omnes in eam partem confugerunt mihi mei illico sensus, omnis animi facultas. In proximo 
cubiculo affines bono numero convenerant, perstrepebant. Rem miram! Illinc audiebam. 
Lucebant cerei’ dum subigebar: illinc videbam. Dum perficit Rodericus, dictu mirabile! in cunno 
tota eram aut tota cunnus. Si quid in me ingenii (et aiunt nonnihil esse), in eam Cupidinis sedem 
id omne, qualecumque est, perpulerat ingeniosa libido." 


"Quis vero," subicio, "neget tecum et tibi ingeniosas esse fututiones, cui tam ingeniosa pars?" 


"Qui me sane," refert Aloisia, "conventa” opus habuerit, uaerat in cunno: illic habito; nec amplis 
> 
aedibus, crede mihi, Alphonse, nam et credo ego Roderico." 


"Cum voles, Aloisia, non pigebit," inquit Alphonsus, "ad has te Lampsacenas? aedes convenire et 
genio tuo apud te et ingenio frui. Si vero locare velis, non deerunt, ita me Venus amet, 
conductores quovis pretio." 


Tullia.- Per Iovis coleum, Aloisia ne ipsa investiget et usquam pruriens Venus facetiorem. 


Octavia.- Postea de arte amandi, de forma, de ingenio mulierum, de molli* complexuum inter 
amantes dulcedine, variae fabulae. Vocata Venus adfuit, sed petulans, sed subsiliens. Favit paelex 
dea, exlex, suique impatiens nisi prurientis. Ita et sales et fabellae meram puramque ciebant 
Venerem. 


Tullia.- Vivimus ut amemus et amemur. Quae nec amari se velit nec amare iam sepulta est; iam 
foetet paedore et situ squalida. 


Octavia.- Aliae pulchrae, aliae venustae. Pulchras Natura sua finxit manu; se sua venustae, per 
artem et cultum. Illae suo, hae velut precario ture regnant. Saxea etiam corda incendunt ad 
amorem, quae vere pulchrae. 


"De pulchritudine variae sententiae," inquit Alphonsus. "Id tamen fere inter meliores constat, 
pulchriorem cuique videri quae aptius cuique conveniat. Nam ut non eaedem omnibus hominibus 
dapes, sic nec una eademque omnibus hominibus convenit pulchritudo. Tot capita tot sensus; tot 
oculi tot pulchritudines. Sed quae plurium consensu pulchra appellatur, haec pluribus oppido 
convenit creandae aptior voluptati aut suboli. 
"Vis uno verbo rem expediam? Caecas caeci? mentulas vocant, quae sunt perspicacissimae. Unis 
fides habenda de delectu. Nam simul, quae dominis apte suis conveniat, occurrit puella, etiam 
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non monitae vident, sponte arrigunt. Haec vere pulchra cui maxime arrigitur. 


"Amabat Fridericus, consobrinus ille tuus, Luciam, lippam, simam, edentulam; et perdite amabat. 
Vecordiam obiurgabat adulescentis pater. 'O pater, o pater,' respondebat adulescens, 'tuere oculis 
meis non tuis Luciam. Mutabis sententiam, pater. Pulchram dices et amore meo et omnium 
dignam.' Nempe Luciae arrigebat, non ita ceteris, etiam pulchrarum et venustarum laude 
florentibus. 


"Nam aliis corpus solidum et suci plenum in pretio est; alii vero, quae paulo habitior sit, pugilem 
vocant. Sed omnibus olim Graecis placuerunt altae,' crassae, vegeti et vividi roboris. Et talis 
Helena erat, quae inter Graecas perfectae fuit specimen pulchritudinis. Sed graciles anteponebant 
Phryges. Puellis idcirco suis deducebant cibum, reddebant curatura tunceas. Tales Galli amant, 
non Itali, non Hispani. 


“At enim corpus habilissimum quadratum est, neque gracile neque obesum. Nam sicca et 
exsangui’ nihil alienius a sacris tuis, bona Venus, a roscidis suaviis, a tremulo frictu, a lentis 
concussionibus, ab igneo tuo mictu. Pulchra sed sicca et macilenta (si pulchra potest esse quae 
sicca et macilenta) vivum est mortuae Veneris simulacrum. Quis mortuam velit, nisi e 
pollinctoribus nebulo unus et alter, inire Venerem? Quis vero mortuae simulacrum? Corinthiorum 
tyrannus Periander, qui et in choro septem sapientium cum Biante? et Thalete saltavit, impresso 
in frigidae uxoris sulcum vomere, Veneri fecit funereus sacerdos." 


Tullia.- Sciebat ut cor hominibus sic feminis cunnum vivere primum et mori ultimum. Hac adhuc 
parte vivere posse putabat quae reliquis omnibus desierat. Nam et cunno ut suus motus, ita et sua 
vita, quae vivacior, quae longe differt ab aliorum vita membrorum. Sed perge dicere. 


Octavia.- Proceri corporis* magnae laudes. Alemenem, Herculis matrem, commendabat statura 
alta et procera. "Sed optio si detur," dicebat Alphonsus, "malim breviorem quam longiorem et 
laurum arborem quam pinum; quamquam," adiciebat, 


"Conveniunt voto longa brevisque meo." 


Sed quae magnitudine exsuperant, tibiarum plerumque ac crurum longae sunt longitudine; 
superiorum compositio partium non respondet. Quod meo, mecastor, iudicio et turpe et 
ridiculum. Credas (ride, Tullia) affixum altis et summis perticis praeferri cunnum. Haec cui 
risum non moveat cogitatio, quae quotiens fit obviam Magdalis venit in mentem? Imam ad usque 
alvum si nudam videas (nam et vidi) putes breviorem multo esse quam est; si tibias et crura, 
longiorem, quae tamen est longissima. 


Sed quae breviores sunt male audiunt. Nam dicunt nescio quid parvis esse in mulieribus minime 
parvum. Gertrudis etiam apud Pygmaeos brevis videretur. Ceterum illi omnia, excepto medio, 
membra mirabiliter inter se conveniunt. 
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Tullia.- Scio, Octavia. Spelaeum subtus est altum et latum,! non pipilanti passeri nidus.* Annos 
tres nata supra decem et omni inaccessa libidini, Alphonso Gusmano nupsit. Atqui in primo 
complexu patentiorem invenit Alphonsus quam sit ipsa Venus a Marte compressa. Petulans 
pollicitus erat virginis eiulatus, cruentam virginitatis et memorabilem caedem sodalibus. Virgo ne 
suspirium quidem misit; lacrimae caesae virginitatis sanguineae nullae. In lata obambulabat area 
mentula Priapi popa. Quid faceret? Avertit equum, puellam obvertit in faciem. Qua non decebat?, 
summo torquet hastam nisu* in puellae viscera, nec se virgo ab eiulatu continuit cum rumpi 
sensit. "Id volebam," inquit ille, "ut te virginem scirent omnes, uti ego scio." Post effundit 
resupinam et intermissum in casto Veneris campo repetit duellum. Subagitat puellam 
praeclarissime contremiscentem, subantem, micturientem. Utrique feliciter litatum. 


Octavia.- "Sed longiorum,"° dicebat Alphonsus, "aut nullae aut parvae puellarum vires. 
Momento, quasi luxatis artubus, in medio fatiscunt cursu. Impresso altius ad vivum calcari, vix, 
ac ne vix quidem, tantillo obsequuntur motu. Vegetiores aliae, ut tu, et acriores," addebat. 


"Et Martem," respondet Aloisia, cachinnum tollens, "fatigatura sim ut Venerem Mars, mecum si 
venerit in pugnam. Veniat, veniat!" 


Tullia.- Nec tu elumbis® es, Octavia, et capilli tibi nigri, scintillantes et nigri oculi, subniger 
vultus et membrorum color. Nihil habeo praeterea dicere. 


Octavia.- Nae mala es. Mores meos ipsa finxisti. Quid improba obicis quod tuum non sit? Tam 
similis sum tibi quam tu mellitae Veneri. Nihil habeo praeterea dicere. Scilicet dicunt 
libidinosiores esse quibus nigricantibus nitet vertex capillis. Si quidem id est, o libidinosas 
quibus nigra obnubit sexum lanugo! Nugae, merae nugae. Nam et tu, num flavos habes capillos? 


Tullia.- Nolo te iratam, quae testiculus es Veneris laevus. Ita est, Octavia, nulla ex colore certa 
probatio ad laudem. Ideo suus cuique amor. Alii flavum, alii nigrum, ferrugineum alii malunt. 
Flavi Aspasiam commendabant capilli et Atticas puellas. Nam cum Theseus e puellarum numero 
quas in Cretam ad Minotaurum advehebat amisisset duas, totidem suffecit pueros, quorum tinxit 
capillos flavo colore ut propius accederent ad virginum speciem. Tingendorum’ Venus, Cypri 
regina, artem, aiunt, invenit, quam etiamnum habent in pretio Italae mulieres. Hic stultis unice 
color placet. Nudum audent ardenti torrendum caput soli dare. Vide amentiam. Illum scilicet 
capillis quaerunt per incendia colorem. 


At enim Pindaro et Anacreonti aliter visum. Musas ille nigris dicit esse capillis, hic dominam. 
Ille Thebanus, hic Teius. Verisimile est Thebanis aestimatum esse et Teiis. Teus® urbs sita in 
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media Ionia. Qui pluris apud cives suos fiebat, Musis dignum putavit Thebanus olor. Et eundem 
commendavit Teius lyricus in domina, quam vult in illa cantilena formosissimam depingi. 


At vero ferrugineus inter flavum nigrumque medius est, utriusque particeps, sed nigro quam 
flavo proximior. Puellam cui capilli prae nimia cura deciderant consolatur Naso. Nihil dicit 
speciosius fuisse: 


Nec tamen ater erat, nec erat color aureus illis; 
Sed quamvis neuter, mixtus! uterque color. 


Similes ait illis fuisse 


... quos quondam nuda Dione 
Pingitur umenti sustinuisse manu. 


Octavia.- De oculis diserto fudit multa suo ore et acuta Alphonsus. Sed erudita es, Tullia; nihil 
prae te omnino, quae etiam soles erudite nugari. 


Tullia.- Perfidiosae, sed deliciosae, latent amoris insidiae in oculis. Chryseidi, compendioso 
Achillis furori, nigelli erant oculi. Et Latinitatis deliciae, Catullus, nescio quam irridet quod 
scilicet sit 


Nec bello pede nec nigris ocellis. 


Minervae tamen caesios laudant oculos poetae, quibus libertas summa diis affingendi quae vulgo 
aestimari nossent et amari. Sed latos et magnos habent in honore: sidera vocant. Bovinos Graeci 
appellant, quales Iunoni et Veneri et Harmoniae, Amphiarai uxori. Sui immo parvis non desunt 
amatores. 


Octavia.- Ut in bello sagittarii, quo certius feriant, semiclusis collimant oculis, ita et parvis nec 
late apertis Amor certius sagittam” mittit, certius ferit. Reginae Isabellae ocelli erant, non oculi, 
sed innumera exsiliebant fulgetra, a quibus quae tuta spectanttum corda? Nemo te vidit unquam, 
Tullia, quin amarit. Nam quo minores tibi oculi eo vivaciores et incautis infestiores incendiarii. 


De vultus totiusque corporis colore variae sententiae. Sunt qui candidas, sunt qui subfuscas 
praestare putent. Lacteum eum colorem sane laudant, qualis erat Cydippes, 


Candida cum mixto sublucent ora rubore. 


In candido colore praecipua dignitas. Lucem verius dixeris, aut certe et luce lucidiorem? 
emanationem. Sed pugnaciores subfuscae tactuique etiam gratiores. Candidae non ita annos 
ferunt nec diuturniorem clinopales* laborem. Diffluunt illico velut solutis lumbis. Cito 
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flaccescunt et immarcescunt. Illis iuventa senectuti vicina, immo mixta.! 


Tullia.- Antonina, Isabellae soror, lactis et lili candorem superat candore suo mirabili; Isabella 
subfusca. 


Octavia.- Narrabo (numquid vis?) cuique quid prima nuptiarum nocte contigerit. Illi molesta 
Veneris iactatio, huic grata et commoda. 


Tullia.- Sed absolvamus pulchrae mulieris picturam. De ore, labiis, dentibus inter nos fere 
convenit. Os parvum aiunt esse Amoris miracula fundentis mirabilem sedem. Sed et cui parvum 
os, eidem etiam puellae concham esse haud admodum hiantem, et minimo patere ostio inferius 
hoc Veneris delubrum, omnium hominum opinio est. 


Octavia.- Falsa tamen. Nam conquestus est Fernandus Gusmanus se ita esse deceptum. Duxit 
Fulviam, parvissimi oris laude commendatam. At invenit in ea non ostiolum, quo ingrederetur ad 
dulcia Veneris enitens, sed patentem specum, qua declivi in paludem quandam Stygiam detrusa 
est adsilientis mentula. "O pulchrum," ait Fernandus, osculum figens, "sed tam mendax quam 
pulchrum os! Fac saltem, Fulvia mea, ceteris in rebus mihi non aeque mentiatur, credulo 
amatori." 


Respondit illa: "Scio sane non esse mentitum, sed quod forte vasa invexeris in aedes meas 
minutissima, impingis mihi vittum quod tuum est." 


Risit Fernandus et perfecit. 
Tullia.- Optime! 


Rosea et protuberantia molliter labella, ut sunt tibi, Octavia, arcum dixeris hac in superiori 
Venerei caeli regione, basiis praegnantem et pugnantem. Dentes albi, lucidi, micantes, velut 
pretiosae circa linguam gemmae, ex ordine compositae, tuitioni sunt et ornatui. Nam linguam, 
flexibilitate et verborum volubilitate, quis non miretur tantae innumerabilium cogitationum quae 
agitantur animo varietati sufficere unam, et ut ornatius et melius explicentur quam excogitando 
conceptae sunt? Sed et in suaviis scis, Octavia, scitunt amantes non deliri, quam mellitas pariat 
petulca lingua delicias. 


Nihilo tamen minus, id demum maxime verum, quod cuique pulchrum videatur, id cuique vere 
esse pulchrum. Tibi vero, Octavia, os non parvum et tamen places. Ita et puellis aliis multis 
depressa labia, dentes nec bene ordinati nec eburnei, lingua blaesa rancidulum loquens nescio 
quid, et tamen placent. Sunt qui et luscas amant, nam et luscus Priapus et lusca mentula, humani 
generis procreatrix et voluptas. 


Octavia.- Ut delectat ferventis linguae assultus, cum se extra valli saeptum ipsa impetu evibrat in 
occursum cupiti suavii!? Sane cum osculamur alter alterum, ego et Caviceus, tantum non gaudio 
emorimur, bilinguem si sentio me, si ille se. Est animorum et spirituum in summo ore coitio cum 
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incredibili voluptate, ut alia est corporum in hoc imo quae sexum nectit sexui. Dicebat Eleonora, 
Sarmatarum regina, basium esse Amoris cibum; in os mitti debere, quo vere pascatur puer, aut 
pueri ludificari querulae fami, ut de Tantalo fabulantur. Sic et ludit pruriginosae spem virginis qui 
extimis summae labiis vulvae mentulam, vulvae cibum, appellit, non introrsum impellit 
incubans. Benevola avertat a me Venus hanc amentiam. Nam amori certa haec est pestis et letalis 
morbus, pertingi, non intingi optata voluptatis saliva. 


Tullia.- Sed etiam exsanguis reviviscit amans ad aspectum papillarum. Visu' exsurgit ad vitam 
laetus et florens, si durae, si candidae, si parvae. Praestabant tamen inter Phrygias tumidae et 
quae, ut loquitur Naso, pectus omne habebant; sed pulchriores durae et stantes, quas astringens, 
ait alius, una claudat manus. 


Demum absolutae est pulchritudinis inter ingeniosos qui hanc effinxere tabulam, ac ab omni eam 
parte beatam iactant, cui has singulorum membrorum dotes, quas eximias putant, uni contulerit 
alma molitrix rerum vis Naturae. Scilicet, ut sint cutis, dentes, ungues candidi; nigri capilli, oculi, 
supercilia; rubore tincta roseo labra, genae et subtus ungues; promissi capilli, longae manus et 
altum corpus; rursus breves dentes, auriculae, venter; sed frons magna et lata, lati armi; 
dissidentia aliquanto inter se spatio supercilia; demum gracile corpus, os parvum, modice hiscens 
ad exspectatum concha rorem; labia, nates, crura crassiuscula; teretes et graciles digiti, item et 
nasus, et qui certent cum? aranearum filis capilli; parvum caput, mammae et pedes. Amant et 
crines ingenio suo flexos, frontem haud latam quae radices capillorum retro flexerit, nares paulo 
inflexas. 


Suus, Octavia, cuique gustus est, et sua cuique gustus ratio. Sed gustus ipse sibi ratio est; aliam 
nemo praeterea quaesierit rationis particeps. 


Octavia.- Scis praecipuas numerari inter Lucretiae dotes marmoreas et tumentes nates; scilicet 
incubanti dulce pulvinar Cupidini et eidem humanam procudenti subolem aptam incudem. 


Tullia.- Depygem vocat Horatius cui nates nullo eminent tumore. 
Depysgis, nasuta, brevi latere ac pede longo est. 


Inclaruere apud Graecos quae Callipyges* dictae sunt a pulchris natibus. Nihili natae parentibus 
locupletes et nobiles nactae sunt eo solum nomine maritos. Nates pro dote habuere; hac satis dote 
placuerunt. 


Octavia.- Si apto mammae altera ab altera intervallo distent, pluris scio fieri. Mihi vero 
coniunctae, ut vides, cohaerent. Nec ideo minoris* Caviceus aestimat. Cum sit et haec et illa non 
ignobilis venustatis, alba, dura, dicit inter lusus et gaudia Fescennina sibi videri minus mirum 
alteram alterius amore captam mutuas sibi et continuas figere basiationes. 
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Tullia.- Et praeterea nihil? 
Octavia.- Dispeream ni te meis plus oculis amem. 


Tullia.- Et ego ni te plus meis et ipsis sole et luna, Naturae oculis. Sed et est interdum papillarum 
non paenitendus in amore usus dum aestuans furit libido. Subrides. Habeo confitentem,' Octavia 
mea; et experta es, anima mea. 


Octavia.- Per Veneris concham utramque,” pudore suffundi me sentio. Pudet meminisse id 
mammarum mearum interstitium viam factum esse ad Venerem, tam aut foedae aut liberae mihi 
libidinis consciam. 


Pergula est in aedibus nostris, quae amoenissimas, et nosti,* hortorum spectat areas omni* florum 
consitas genere. In ea spatiabamur ego et Caviceus. Amplexabatur, suaviabatur, labella appetebat 
morsiunculis, furebat. Demittit in sinum laevam. "Molior," infit, "improbum quid. Depone 
vestes, corculum." Quid facerem? Depono. Defigit in nudum pectus oculos. "Video," subicit, 
"tuas inter papillas dormientem Venerem. Vis excitem?" Proicit dicens supinam in torum. 
Mentulam fervidam, flammescentem (arrigebat praeclarissime) interserit mammis. Qui me huic 
eximerem impotentiae? Ferenda erant ultro citroque omnia, et sciebam contingere solitos in 
amore fatales quosdam et dies et casus a quibus ipsa ne quidem se expediat virtus. Et cum illo 
hoste, ut iam manu conserta et utero recusso depugnaram, postulabat dura necessitas ut et 
mammis pugnarem. 


Tullia.- Hostem mutinum vocas, tam amicum tibi tuisque desideriis cupidineis? 


Octavia.- Molli manuum nisu utramque coniungens urgebat mammam, quo scilicet lata minus 
via procurreret sibi nervus ad voluptatem hanc novam. Quid plura? Conspersit attonitam 
insolenti ridiculae Veneris imagine, calenti perfudit rore; perfecit. 


Tunc ille: "Haudquaquam ingratum tibi, columbula mea, fuerit quod mihi amore tuo insanienti 
longe fuit gratissimum. Num scis, ut hac inferiori hiulca" (digito monstrabat), "hac etiam te esse 
sublimiori parte feminam? Igitur et iuris mei est, si libido incesserit ex humiliori illo fundo 
libidinis hos in monticulos tollendae, id libere facere; unde scilicet Veneri gratior datur 
prospectus." 


Tullia.- Altius quoque se tollet si summa petet. 


Octavia.- Irrumare, morigerari ore, lesbiari, phoenicissare et fellare, id scilicet vocas summa 
petere. Quot, bona Venus, quaeve nequissimi nebulones mentulis suis diversoria et stabula 
quaesierunt in corporibus nostris et invenerunt! At enim vero qui frugi et castus fuerit, hac se 
foedari rei tam turpis cogitatione exhorrescet. Absit scelus a voluptate, gratior erit. 
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Tullia.- Honestatem qui quaerit in voluptate tenebras et quaerat in luce. Libidini nihil inhonestum 
cum aestuat et spumosos agit spiritus. Delicias Phaedoni faciens et Alcibiadi Socrates secedebat 
a Socrate choreas ducente cum tam pulchris amasiis. Qui sunt sapientissimi non ideo hominem 
exuerunt et ingenitos abiecerunt humanitatis affectus; nec possent, ut maxime vellent. Sed sensus 
est humanitatis nullus in homine sine voluptatis gustu nisi hebes et corruptus. Is vere est sapiens 
qui norit dulce esse desipere in loco et locum et tempus delegerit ad desipiendum. Reliquis sapias 
semper et tibi frequenter desipias, ut bene et beate agas. Nam sunt qui amoris incensi oestro, quia 
sui non sunt iuris, dissimulant; Curios et Catones simulant. Palam damnant furiosi quae ipsi 
secum concupiscunt, tremula Veneris gaudia. Prurit et illis mens irrequieta; fatentur ipsi sibi 
laevo se genio natos, nos dextro et plaudentibus diis et sideribus. 


Si sol aeternum occidet, quid fiet de Natura rerum parente? Si nulla voluptatis lux riserit 
mortalibus, quid de homine fiet, qui rerum est summus in natura apex? Miser et veternosus erit 
ipse sibi pro sepulcro. Vivus nec vivus, mortuus nec mortuus, propior erit morti quam vitae in 
ipsa vita.! 


Demum, qui praestigiosa haec iactant documenta, num vere dixeris oris” infamia laborare? 
Octavia.- Belle ludis in vocabulo. Nam et philosophi hi morticini dicuntur hircum ore mulgere. 


Tullia.- Mira patrandi facultate pollent, nulla sciendi. In altero omnia laeta, in altero multa 
subtristia. Hic ipse est tuus Theodorus. Num nosti, Theodora? 


Octavia.- Quid me, fatua, Theodoram vocas, quae Octavia sum, quae immo Tullia? Vis 
narrationem prosequar? 


Tullia.- Volo. Sed et volo nocturnum illum Antoninae et Isabellae pugilatum: rem comicam. 


Octavia.- Consobrina tua Antonina, non admodum iuvenis, nam annos novem supra decem nata, 
Maphaeo nupsit, annorum triginta tuveni et invicti roboris. Isabella annorum quindecim 
Remundo annorum quinque et viginti, robusto, vegeto, impigro. Candore illa suo nivem 
obscurat, haec subnigra Tunetanis certat mulieribus. Dispares illis prima nuptiarum nocte in 
clinopale? vires, sors* dispar. Maritis traditae Veneri fecerunt dispari laude. 


Ad quartam ulla sine aegritudine pervenit Antonina concubitus lauream, primo mulier facta; post 
non voluptas, sed fastidienti animo et corpori molesta lassitudo. Postremum sub lucem, cum 
adacto calcare impelleret equiso alacer, deficit longum passa animi deliquium. Nonus erat cursori 
in Cupidineo agone impetus. E lecto sub meridiem egressa, visa est ac si e tumulo educeretur, 
pallida, exsanguis, emortua. 


At Isabella subfusca, sed cuius putes in venis liquidos ignis perfluere rivos, melius habebat. 
Tenelli artus illi et lumbi. Omni se tamen nuptiarum labori praestitit parem imperterrita. Indefessi 
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athletae crudas indefessa sustinuit vires et fregit. Inertem sorori ridens exprobrabat ignaviam. 
Insultabat saliens. 


"Apage," dicebat, "ego te iunior nec habitior, fortius tamen feci. Vivo, tu vero exstincta es. Vivis? 
Primo in conflictu, et fateor, non leviter certe vulnerata sum, sed tamen feci hoc ne se iactarit diu 
vulnere qui intulerat. Per lunonem! E summa aggeris mei crepidine repugnantem avertit 
virginitatem in interius vallum victor. Vastavit instar turbinis omnia; florem pudicitiae decerptum 
delevit. At dum redintegrat pugnam, animos dedit irrumpentis proterva audacia. Conatu! restiti 
masculo; mox victoriam sibi sensit elabi e coleis. Meum ecce Herculem, Amazon nova, feci” 
quod spernerem, victoria obrutum sua et mea. Macte animo, soror." 


"Quid vis?" reponit Antonina. "Non levem, ut tu, in principio pugnae, soror, dolorem tuli, sed qui 
vix ferri posset, acutum, acrem, lacerantem. Dein, renovato saepius proelio, tam grave stupidae 
cuiusdam lassitudinis pondus in oppressos incubuit artus ut crediderim factos esse plumbeos. 
Aliquot petebam horarum indutias; negavit Alcides insultans. Itaque somnum non vidi." 


"Nec vidi ego," refert Isabella. "Quid de somno loqueris? Quid quereris? Nihil habet dulcius 
somnus vanis illis quidem, sed iucundis Veneris imaginibus quibus fallit. Audes praesenti et 
colludenti Veneri nobiscum et in nobis somnum anteponere, quo fallente, videmur nobis a nobis 
abesse?" 


"Sed et capit omnium rerum fastidiens satietas, etiam qui maxime amant," replicat Antonina. 
"Nolim ego, nec tu velis, ingurgitari sine fine nectare, deorum cibo." 


"Infelicem vero patientiam tuam," subicit Isabella, "et voluptatum sterilem! Impleta es bonis 
Hymenaei. Nam haec vera bona sunt, non bonorum umbra. Id forte malum vocabis, soror? Absit. 
Nae fabula fies si feceris." 


Ad haec Antonina: "Tecum, soror, nolim contra disputare. Illa es in opinione excellentis ingenii 
herois; ei, scio, acceptam refert opinioni perpetuitatem suam humanum genus. Quidquid id est, 
ad tertiam quartamve, una nocte, palaestram suffecerint mihi vires. Fortiter faciet tuventa mea et 
iuventae spiritus et vis et* libido. A quinta coepi sub Marte meo effreno sensim sine sensu male 
habere nauseans. Me sexta a me velut alienam et mente motam proluit et polluit. Abfuit voluptas, 
doluit cor cum venit ad octavam, animam aegre reciprocanti. Me mei ad nonam cepit oblivio; 
perfecit. Nec gemebam nec obiurgabam. Deliquio animi defeceram. Quid demum actum sit nosti, 
soror. Praesagit animus infeliciter cessuras has nuptias. Avertat omen Iuno. Innuptam vero nolim 
me, vel si contingat in medio exstingui opere." 


"Postquam animum recepisti," ait Isabella, "dic, soror,* ut tecum rediit in gratiam Maphaeus? 
Nam quis ignoscat duorum criminum reo, caesae virginitatis et virginis?" 


"Dulcibus dictis," reponit Antonina, "momento abstulit facti acerbitatem. Rem ridiculam! Quo 
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pacto necem intulisse videbatur, revocavit ad vitam. Semel atque iterum usus est mariti ture nec 
ulla insecuta est obsequentem pernicies. Ita est, soror: quae in amore nocent vulnera, eadem et 
tuvant." 


Tullia.- Illa nocte tirocinium fecit et deposuit. Nam egregiam nunc esse bellatricem scit Iacobus 
Ximenes. 


Octavia.- Dixeris facilem nec minus pudicam. Huic pudicitia virtus non est, vittum est. Venusti 
vidit adulescentis misere vexari animum amore suo. Miserta est. Vidit torrentem mentulam, 
audiit opem obtestantem suam et miserta! est. Non tam Antoninae castae et tenerae has dixeris 
esse fututiones quam Pietatis pereunte tuvene. 


Tullia.- Non dissimiliter et tu Theodori miserta es, non impudica sed pia. Honesta sane, 
impellente virtute, fututio. 


Octavia.- Pudet et paenitet. Postquam abiit in provinciam Tarraconensem Caviceus meus ante 
hunc (ut scis) mensem, me Stoicus convenit Theodorus. "Adsum," inquit, "particeps 
aegritudinum tuarum. Doleo relictam te viduam, relictam longo maerori. Nam ut animi, sic et 
vitae dimidium tuae abstulit secum Caviceus. Nimium heu nimiumque felix Caviceus!" Sed ita 
est, Tullia; pudet et paenitet. 


Tullia.- Perge, perge, ineptis. Amplius nihil habeo quidem quod aeque ac ego cognitum non 
habeas, et times induci me in intima conscientiae tuae” arcana? 


Octavia.- Exciderunt aliquot lacrimae ex oculis ad Cavicei nomen. "Dolore meo," repono, "sicut 
verius nihil, ita et nihil acerbius. Egeo, nec nego, consolatione, quae fugientem post Caviceum 
sistat animam et spiritum." 


"Sistam ego," subicit Theodorus, "et insanos istos componam motus, si vis dicto esse audiens." 


"Ero, per luctus meos," refero, "et ut voles ero. Nam honestatis quidquid in me est, curis id omne 
tuis refero acceptum." 


"Eris?" reponit. “Eris? Sed ex animo? Praeceptis et, si res postulet, iussis obtemperabis? 
Morigera mihi morem geres?" 


"Faciam," adicio. 


Tunc ille: "Si feceris, bonum factum. Post paulo non senties abesse tibi Caviceum. Non erit quod 
in absentem desideria mittas et cupiditates convertas." 


Ut iterum contestata sum eius me obsecuturam voluntati et pollicita sum servitutem servituram 
quam vellet: "Id primum volo," inquit, "ut iures praestituram quam spondes oboedientiam iussis 
meis nec abiecturam." 
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Quid plura? Sacramento, ut voluit, conceptis verbis, obstrinxi fidem timida. Necti me passa sum 
religione adversus religionem. 


Tullia.- Intellego. Cum tenuit iurisiurandi nexu servam factam, pessum datum est tibi omne ius 
ingenuitatis. 


Octavia.- Nec mora, summo extulit se in me imperio. Ut perduellem minatus est habiturum et 
ulturum perduellionem, ni se! iubente obirem omnes ultro servitutis operas. 


"Hactenus," ait, "immiti me usa es in hoc severioris disciplinae stadio agonotheta. Vapulasti, 
caesa es. Saepe saepius labores tuos et constantiae heroicas vires miratus sum stupens. Nunc 
facessant dura illa; et graviora quam merebatur pulchritudo ista caelestis, insons tulisti. Abeant 
Semproniae, matris tuae, doli illi mali et fraudulenta ludibria. Inter dumeta et abruptos calles et 
spinis obsitos sentes errabas. Quid misera in fata deliquisti? Nunc demum, duce me, viam ini” 
facilem et amoenam qua eas ad felicitatem. 


"Accipe. Nos sane homines sumus, ut tuus est Caviceus, sed et cautiores quam reliqui et iudicii 
acrioris, Sapientiae summo sedemus in fastigio. Itaque et nullam famae iacturam, quae puella 
nobiscum luserit indulgens genio, si sapit, timeat, et nullam admisisse flagitii in se labem 
illaudati credula putet. Omnia, crede mihi, nobis licent quae in tuto licent. Decent sapientes quae 
tuvant. Ad summam verae sapientiae sedem et lucem provecto si gratificeris, deposito pudore, 
iam non libido id erit, iam non voluptas; pars officii erit, pars boni et aequi."* 


Tullia.- Acute et argute dicebat. Quid tu ad haec? 


Octavia.- "Me tibi quid vis gratificari?”* subicio. "Mortalis puella obsequar mortali numini?*" 
Nec, per Venerem, Tullia, quo haec spectaret oratio assequebar. 


Tunc ille: "Ego, quem vides ore tetrico, oculis in leti maerore natantibus, veste detrita et lacera, 
corpore toto tenebricosum, quaedam sum? venerandae philosophiae machina, quidam 
superstitiosae architectonices ludus. Sed me, si velis, ab hac ultro evolverim machina, novus tibi 
Mercurius. Alter ero et idem. Vis hanc deponam personam? Depone et tu timores tuos. Redde 
Octaviam puram et putam Octaviae. Vide errorum nebulas. Ipsa te tibi abscondis; lates tibi nec 
percipis. Alia es quam videris tibi. Aemulare tot nobiles feminas, quae nobis de se, de 
existimatione sua, de rebus omnibus, ut sibi’ de suis oculis, confidunt, hominum generi 
confidentissimo. Spes omnes suas et gaudia in sollertia mirabili nostra reposita habent. 


“Td inter nos longe utilissimum et celeberrimum philosophiae effatum: gaudere quo quisque 
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maxime potuerit,' sed clandestino gaudio, et frui vitae bonis ut opportunitas cuique dederit, sed 
in sinu nec palam, prudentis id esse et docti. Palam vero gaudere, palam frui, insipientis, stulti et 
furentis. Qui caute fecerit, laudandus; qui imprudenter nec lucem fugerit, in eum acerrime 
animadvertendum.7 Venustis, ut tu es,> Octavia mea, puellis eundum eadem via ad bonam 
beatamque vitam. Non cavent sibi a malevolorum insidiis socordes? Pereant quas omnium perire 
interest ad exemplum. Vivant, vivant quae sagaces quid sit vivere didicere. Vivant sui similes, 
stultarum dissimiles, et sua arte et aliarum exemplis. Aemulare Semproniam, matrem tuam." 


Tunc de matre mea, ut usa Chrysogoni consiliis et nervis laetos et felices duceret vitae dies, 
narravit. 


Tullia.- Chrysogonum novi etiam Stoicum. Nec esse Theodoro amicissimum mihi id mirum. 
Similitudo utique morum hanc peperit necessitudinem. Non similius ovo ovum ac Chrysogono 
Theodorus, sed hic aetate paulo, aiunt, inferior. 


Octavia.- Prehenderat manu Chrysogonus matrem et in eius ambo intrarant cubiculum, relicto 
mecum Theodoro. "Quid putas," ait Theodorus, "id temporis rei esse Chrysogono cum matre tua? 
Id omnino quod tibi cum Caviceo, quod mihi mox mox erit tecum. Nam (tua te haud fallat 
opinio) omnium tibi bonorum, virtutum et, per genium tuum, laudum fons ero, ut honestae tu 
mihi voluptatis. Enimvero qui videri possit inhonestum, quod a te tam proba, tam honesta veniet, 
qualecumque illud sit, mihi tam frugi, tam venerabili?"4 


Cum haec diceret, visus est mihi, fateor, mea Tullia, in altum nescio quem, sed gratiorem, sed 
venustiorem commutatus. Huius aspectu calere coepi cuius antea contremiscebam prae metu. 
Risit ille Venereum et molle quid, risi et ego; risit et Venus, risere Amores. Audaciorem reddidi, 
facta audacior. "Ecce tibi," inquit, "novas nuptias. Ecce mihi novam nuptam." Sub haec vidi> 
vestem identidem, qua virile latet spiculum, in tumorem exsurgere, subinde sublevari. Nec a 
cachinno temperare potui. 


Tullia.- Nec a pruritu? 


Octavia.- Eo sum furore correpta ut parum abfuerit, nec dissimulem tecum, quin in eius ultro 
amplexus volarem, stuprum rogarem. 


Commotior ille: "Sane," inquit, "videor mihi conicere quis sit corporis tui futurus mihi usus, dea 
mea; haud certo scio. Nam annos quinque supra decem natus huic me sectae addixi. Ante annum 
oculos in mulierem non fixi et praeterea nihil. Audacior essem suasit Chrysogonus et verbis et 
factis. Superstitio vetabat; piaculum fuisset pio Stoico. Nullum ab illa die mihi commercium cum 
muliere ut nunc tecum est, mulierum formosissima. Summo studio puram servavi et 
intaminatam® mentem et mentulam. Ope et opera mea praeposuere collegae antistitem sibi 
Chrysogonum. Tanto obligatus beneficio, antequam venimus ad vos, ingenue de rebus suis multa 
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fando explicuit. Dixit in Semproniae amplexibus invenisse veram felicitatem quam quaerimus, ! 
caelestium inanes. Suasit experiar et ego quid auctoritas superciliosa, quid sermo blandus pro me 
apud te possent adulescentulam et procacem. Et speravit” tam? iuventam tuam quam absentiam 
Cavicei meis lenocinaturam’ desideriis et precibus. Ceterum iussit nervis ne parcerem. 'Nam,' ait, 
‘incredibilia sperant a lumbis nostris. Id sumus genus hominum qui Herculei omnes in Venere 
sumus. Quo quis diuturniores’ cum Venere exercuit inimicitias, eo intemperantius et fortius, cum 
in gratiam redit pacta pace, facit.' 


"Habebis igitur, Octavia, Venus mea, amatorem qui officio non deerit impar nec tuae cupidini; 
athletam quem sibi optent reginae." Dicens osculum impegit. 


"Quid vero istud est?" dicebam. "Quid tibi vis? Haeccine est sapientia tua, haec tetricitas?" 


"Quid immo tibi vis, insulsa?””° reponebat. "Vis tuum tibi’ periurio contaminari spiritum, 
contemptrix religionum?" 


"Nolo," inquam. 


"Et agam quod ago," refert, "et bellissime agam. Tecum® proeliaturum vita deficiat prius quam 
vires." 


Sub haec impellit in lectum male repugnantem. 
Tullia.- Euge! 


Octavia.- Vestem festinus revolvit resupinae dextera trepidanti. "Quam commoda," ait, "dehiscit 
tibi rma cumba!" Vide, Tullia, oestri furorem. In genua accidit, osculatur... 


Tullia.- Quid osculatur? Ohe, ohe! 


Octavia.- "O sacrarium reginae deorum et hominum!" dicebat lambens mediam. "Ad limina tua 
supplex accido. Te veneror. Osculis interea et ore liceat litare. Audi, bona Venus, et fave." Tollit 
se in pedes dicens et, o monstrum! Tullia mea, Tullia mea, e carceribus mentulam mittit, 
mentulam reginam mentularum! Talem nec ipsa Venus in Marte nec Lampsacenae matronae in 
Priapo nec Omphale in Hercule viderunt. Et Cavicei et Calliae mentulas si conferas, caudis 
leonum crassis et rapidis compares murium exiles caudas. Non mentior. 


Tullia.- Huic hominum generi, cum membra decrescunt reliqua, hoc increscit. Ita, cum aliis 
hominibus lien crescit, reliquae corporis partes minuuntur. 
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Octavia.- Theodoro maciem obicis? 
Tullia.- Non negaris de Chrysogono. 


Octavia.- Theodori laudem suos apud Stoicos nulla ullius laus aequat. Omnes longo post se 
intervallo reliquit et mentis et mentulae gloria. Sed Chrysogonum odi et non ita aestimat 
Theodorus. Omnes cogitationes suas, voluptates et gaudia alter cum altero communicant. Sic 
dicendo, aiunt, renovant fruitionum grata momenta; sic fluxas et uno caducas momento 
voluptates laeti et beati per dies noctesque continuant. Vae impurato! Matris meae illudit 
impotens capiti. 


Tullia.- Irrumat miseram miser? Fellat illa morigerans? Cunnum in se quaeri patitur Sempronia 
ubi non est et inveniri? Impuri oris et spiritus facta est mulier? De Claudia olim dictum, nobili 
scorto, Coam esse in triclinio, in lecto Nolam. Hoc infamabat libidinis genus Nolanas et Oscas et 
Lesbias. Tertia poena auctore Priapeiorum Ovidio vocatur. Corvos dicunt ore coire et huic rei 
hoc alluditur disticho non ineleganti: 


Corve salutator, quare fellator haberis, 
Cum caput intrarit mentula nulla tuum? 


Quae primum nata est in Lesbo obscenitas omnes fere terras et homines pervasit. Pronior ad hanc 
erat libidinem Tiberius Augustus natura et aetate. Qui semel usi sunt perdite amant. Nam aetate 
provectis non obsequitur mentula ut in meliori aetate vegetis. 


Crede mihi, non est mentula quod digitus. 


Summa petunt;! illic vivit anus mentula. Quod negat os alterum, dat os alterum. Exsugi effetae et 
languenti suave mentulae. Sed si contus ille pedalis Theodori tui intumuerit, timeo tibi ne 
buccam offendat, quae tibi scilicet parvissima est. Sic etiam illusum pulcherrimis heroidum. Non 
se abstinuit ab ore Atalantae Meleagri voluptas. Pinxit Parrhasius Atalantam Meleagro 
morigerantem. Eam Tiberius dedicavit tabellam in cubiculo suo, in larario. 


Octavia.- Dedicavit sed libidini et impudentiae impotent. 


Tullia.- Ideo movent tibi stomachum libido et impudentia Chrysogoni in parente tua.” Miror 
delapsam esse ad id contumeliae. Miror silentium. Mecum de his ne quidem verbum. 


Octavia.- Omnem turpitudinis modum praetergressa est haec turpitudo. Venit nudiustertius 
Chrysogonus ad matrem pomeridianis horis. Silebant et tuta erant omnia. Ut ludit, ut furit!? 


"Hodie mane," inquit, "novum didici voluptatis genus. E proceribus nostris quidam, nec 
paenitens facti, dixit nihil foedius sibi, nihil impurius videri infima mulieris suae parte, qua 
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mulier est (et mulierem duxit pulcherrimam); Stymphalidas in illa habitare sentina purulentas; in 
hac meram Venerem, meros Amores." Ori dabat osculum Chrysogonus. "Igitur specum fugit 
illam et odit, quae exhalat mephitim; purum os amat et illecebrosum caput. Uni fidit, uni arrigit. 
Uxor illi tam est ingeniosa quam formosa, sed magis obsequens. Haec voluptatem agnoscit 


Ore praestat obsequium. 


"Quid vero tu facias,! Sempronia, si rogaverim? Nam si negaveris, negabo et ipse promissi 
meminisse et fidei datae. Demum non te fugit pulchrum venustae feminae corpus aliud esse nihil 
quam vivum quemdam, ut dicere solebat Socrates, libidinum thesaurum, ubi suas homines 
condant et quaerant voluptates, in quem libidinis suae calidos derivent fluctus. Utrum? hoc puro" 
(osculabatur) "an illo scelesto" (imam digito designabat alvum) "id canali fiat, quid, amabo, 
interest? Si officii habebis rationem, delectationis, quae forte? nulla erit, non habebis.’* 


Persuasit cui iubendi ius erat, quod ipsa in se constituerat. "Heus tu," inquit subridens ut 
surgentem exceptura erat mentulam, "quos et quali tibia modos facere me iubes in his ludis?" 
Post mucronem spiculi primoribus capit labiis, lingua involvit, novas subeunti sedes delicias 
mentulae facit novas. Praesensit illa affluentes gari Venerei impetu rivos; exhorruit refugitque. 


Et haec quae supersunt dicenda, aeterno potius tegenda erant silentio. O horribile secretum! 
"Non vis, puto, intingi me tanto flagitio," dicebat mater. "Liquidum ego bibam hominem?" 
Tullia.- Nam in semine homo est. 


Octavia.- Dixerat et vestes deciduus imber multa corrupit copia. Ille subirasci. "Ausa es," inquit, 
"insana, tam egregium opus perdere?" 


"Ignosce," inquit illa, "habebis obsequentiorem. Sin minus, ut voles excrucia. Si tibi meum quid 
erit voluptati, utere. Satis erit mihi voluptatis vel in ipsa nausea." 


Tullia.- Stetit promissis et liquidos bibit homines? Salsam rem! Nam salsa seminis vis. 
Octavia.- Dixisti. 


Cubavi cum Eleonora nocte hac proxime acta. Facetiarum nidus Eleonorae lectus. Quam 
meretricia dixit et fecit! Osculum dedit et gratulata est ori suo quod in labellis meis legisset 
caeleste donum, suavium. "Sed quis scit," ait, "an malae sint olim servitura libidini? Vereor ne 
alio fungantur officio, furente Venere, quam suo. Nupsit Mancia, cognata mea, Marino 
Neapolitano. Sulphureis Stygiisque nequissimarum libidinum incendiis torretur Marino pectus. 
Feminam vecors quaerit in Mancia etiam supra papillas, qua incipit desinitve femina. Buccam 
petit, quasi in eam puellae fugerit cunnus aut ipsa sibi bucca in quadam sit cum cunno societate 
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ad participandos Veneris ludos. Obiurgabam quod hanc sibi sexuique fieri pateretur iniuriam. 


‘Quid vis?' respondit. 'Abstinet se Marinus ab hac turpitudine? Nihil est quod dicam. Occupat 
oris aream libidinibus suis? Occupat et quae volebam dicere. Non facit? Non est quod queri 
velim. Facit? Nec queri possum. Maritis' hoc uno placemus nomine, quod feminae sumus. Quae 
quacumque petetur se probabit feminam, haec omnium maxime placebit.' 


"En, Octavia mea, Alphonsi furores," addebat Eleonora. "Ante hos dies, postquam bis terve 
telum misit vere militans, et ori? applicuit. 


'Huic,' aio, 'ostio verberando, Alphonse, ista non est apta catapulta.* Furis et me vis furere.' 


'Te furere velim, me nolim,' reponit Alphonsus. 'Nam quod me amas, furori tuo debeo, nulli* 
debeo merito meo. Si furere incipio, honorem quem tibi debeo forte obliviscar, qui mori malim 
quam tibi non vivere.' 


"His movit durum pectus, flexit ad ludibria. Adsilientem appetii libens semihiulco suavio 
flammescentem nervum. Nihil ultra, nam eo mox sponte reversa est erudita mentula unde 
aberrarat. Cotytium fas nefasve in media perfecit regione quod in hac superiori aggressa erat 
impudens." 


Tullia.- Non esset Eleonora Malloniae> castas imitata iras; non esset, per salacitatem tuam. Huic 
se ut probro eximeret, ad Tiberium perducta ferro sibi pectus transegit. Maluit adacto gladio viam 
aperire leto quam os olidi senis molli alutae. Castitatis laudem non auro, ut multae, sed ferro 
emit. Elvira et Theodosia (puellas nosti) aiunt se in bucca deverticulum spatianti mutino, amico 
suo, habere, et gaudent. 


Unde haec insania? Accipe. Finxerat hominem Prometheus; deerat penis. Finxit et hanc 
meliorem partem e puriori luto. Antequam applicaret, fonte lavit. Dein femineum corpus finxit. 
Utrique infudit vitam. Sitiit mulier. Eidem labra fonti admovit et bibit. Hinc penis cum feminae 
bucca nata affinitas. 


Narrant Gonsalvum Cordubensem, imperatorem magnum, cum insenuisset, hoc voluptatis 
delectatum genere. Erat et liguritor, provectae (nam aliud mihi nihil persuaserint) aetatis vitio. 
Inserviebat vero libidini formosa viginti annorum puella. Cum vellet mediam lambere, se velle 
dicebat ire Liguriam; at in Orientem, cum summa petere et ori illudere. Sic, cum iuventa vigeret, 
si puerum (nam et pedico erat acerrimus) prurienti cuperet peni, dicebat Aversam se cogitare, 
celebrem urbem. Ad nullam sane fervet adeo iter hominibus nostris. 


Octavia.- Libere loquar. Virtutem plerumque vocant quod animi non tam constantia est quam 
contumax ferocitas, non tam optio quam illusio, caecus quidam impetus, non securae mentis 
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rectum iudicium. 


Tullia.- Ut fuit Elisabethae. Erat Franco centurioni nuptura. Audiit Chrysogonum tuum, nescio 
quae portentosa magis quam magna in nuptias Stoice nugantem. Mutato consilio et quasi ipsa in 
aliam momento esset mutata, omnes extemplo! de nuptiis longe egit cogitationes. Nec 
obstinatam amantis lacrimae moverunt nec matris preces, non affinium obtestationes. Ad 
Vestales non suo transiit passu, sed rapido aquilae volatu. Attamen unum alterumve post annum 
paenituit. Quo se resque suas non viderat oculo, vidit. Se miseram vidit et beatas vidit quae 
venirent in hominum amplexus. Ut spes potiundae primum centurionem inflammarat, demum 
desperatio acriori incendit desiderio. Sororis tandem ope, fruendae habet Elisabethae copiam; 
praegnans fit. Inter eos convenit; raptam abducit. Egregiam vero pietatem! Facta est concubina 
cui per pietatem noluit uxor dari. Egregiam Chrysogoni laudem! Eripuit marito quam raptori 
dono daret. 


Nomini comparando student hi homines apud vulgum, non ita laudi promerendae apud sapientes 
et graves viros, quibus non est facile fucum facere. Maiorem numerum anteponunt meliori, 
aegrotarum multitudinem sanis mentibus. 


Octavia.- Circumfertur de Livia fabula non illepida. Castitatis laude florebat Livia antequam 
Alexandrino Borgiae nuberet et floruit postquam nupsit. Quoniam ille vi morbi decessit e vivis, 
decessit et illa ex hominum conspectu. Quo clariori fulgeret fama, in tenebras demens Vestalium 
fugit. Reliquit mortalium nugas caecis; sic loquebatur. Ipsa veras divitias, contemptis divitiis et 
honoribus, petiit. Viva sepulta est, ducente funus Chrysogono. Sed paucos post menses sensit se 
reviviscere. Eduxit funeratam Chrysogonus ipse e tumulo. Piae et probae primus vitium obtulit et 
intulit. Oppressit tantus vir tantam virtutem. Alterius virtus permixta est in vasis” Veneris alterius 
virtuti. 


Tullia.- Uno verbo, virtus virtutem futuit. 


Octavia.- Degebat in caelibe domo tuvenis venustus, robustus, membris optime compactis. 
Operas locaverat hortis colendis. Multa erat cum adulescente Livia adulescens et hac 
consuetudine delectabatur. Rumor fuit sub id tempus viciniores aedes pestilentia esse afflatas. 
Diffugere Vestales timidae. Angela, Brigitta et Livia mansere aedium custodiae et cum his 
Maxima Vestalis, omnium antistes. Magna in urbe solitudo. Turpis rerum facies. Sentiebat se 
amare Petrum (hortulano id vocabulum) nec pudebat; nec etiam nesciebat iuvenis se amari et 
triumphabat. Occasio non deerat sed occasioni locus. Longa non fuit exspectatio. Decidens forte 
fortuna Maxima e summa graduum scala, secum et Brigittam in perniciem traxit praeceps casu. 
Illisae vix tandem valetudini bonae post longos dies sunt restitutae et recreatae vires. Interea 
omnium quae vellet libera Liviae potestas. In Petro magna puellarum spes et confidentia, quod 
egregiam operam in obsequiis aegrotarum poneret indefessus. Pomeridianis horis urente sole, 
sodales omnes somnus, quem nocte non viderant, tenebat amicabiliter illapsus. Sola obambulabat 
in interiori conclavi Livia, multa secum de Petro, de suo amore, de sua infelicitate meditans. 
Obviam fit Petrus; excipit expansis ulnis advolantem procax Livia. Uterque de utroque cepere 
voluptatem quae summa est. 
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Sequenti luce insidiatur Angelae Petrus, conscia Livia et participe. Maturae virginitatis Angela, 
nam annorum quinque supra viginti, Venerem spirabat et inspirabat, quam oderat. Nec prompta 
nec facilis victoria; victa tamen. Omnia vincit amor. Bis cum nolente volente conflixit Petrus. At 
in altero conflictu acriter pugnatum. Peracta re intervenit Livia. Non ausa est suspicere ad eam 
Angela, pudore offusa, quae pudorem amiserat. Subinde risit nescio quid illecebrosum et 
petulans. Demum, facta nocte, iussit post cenam Maxima curarent omnes corpora, somno 
reficerent. Quid factum? Cum iis medius concubuit Petrus et sic procurarunt corpora. Cecidit et 
Brigitta, ut ceciderant; et quam cum Maxima casus obtriverat, beavit casus cum Petro. 


Tullia.- Quae te etiam fors manet, bona Maxima.! Futuere, futuere.” Is debetur tibi honestae 
matronae honos. 


Octavia.- Recreatis utcumque viribus, nihilo tamen minus querebatur Maxima ingemiscens ad 
pristinam sibi valetudinem viae multum superesse. Aderat Livia: "Vis, domina," inquit, "veloci 
emetiri cursu quidquid id est viae?" 


"Velim maxime," reponit. "Quid facto opus?" 


"Primum," subicit Livia, "gaude; postea gaude et postquam omnibus gavisa fueris gaudiis, gaude 
iterum et sine fine summo gaude gaudio.* Qui luctui datur dies adimitur vitae." 


Persuaderi passa sibi est Maxima et sua intererat. Qui caelos deorum proci sibi optant, non ideo 
terras oderunt. 


Commendant illico omnes Petri alacritatem et festivitatem. Cantus suavitate dicunt placere et 
saltationis agilitate tremulaque lumborum actitatione. Iubet advocari; adest. Cantillat; placet. 
"Nunc salta," ait Maxima, "nam saltator es eximius et concinnus. Laudant hae puellae." 

"Sed domina, quem tibi debeo, honos obtundit nervos. Non ausim," reponit Petrus. 

"Puta me," subicit Maxima, "ex illarum numero unam. Proba te." 


"Et mihi fiet," refert Petrus. "Nec, credo, paenitebit saltationis. Subagitatricem vocant." 


M uae haec est saltatio Petre? Non novi " ait Maxima. "Cum fu i res mortales non audieram de 
> > 
ea. Forte non erat in usu." 


"Erat, sed non saltaras," infit Petrus. "Qualis vero illa sit non audies, non videbis, sed senties. 
Saltabis et tu mecum mobili lumbo." 


Haec dum dicerentur, evaserant omnes e cubiculo. Erat Maxima annorum triginta, corpore 
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pollucibili, ingenio micanti. Sedebat in lecto. Ut se solam! vidit, insidias vidit. Quid faceret? 
Insilit Petrus in sedentem, dat basium, alteram in sinum, alteram mittit manum sub stolam. 
Obniti’ illa, repugnare, vocem altius tollere. Sed surda et muta circum omnia. Improba mentula 
vim audet impudenter inferre venerabili vulvae. Ferocientem Maximae iram prima haec mitigavit 
utcumque insitio. Flevit tamen et erupit in etulatus. 


"Quid tu," dicebat, "homo nihili, ausus es?" 


Risit ille. "Per umbilicum Veneris et tuum, cum scies," dixit, "hunc, cui irasceris, Petrum virum 
esse patricium et tibi affinem, detumescent, et scio, irae tuae omnes hi fluctus.? Sed faciam 
pacatior sis antequam scias. Istum exige modo pudorem, qui voluptates enecat tuas et meas.* Res 
acta est, nec facies quin factum sit quod factum est. Commenda, si sapis, quidquid id est 
silentio." 


Tullia.- Optime! 


Octavia.- Summum post paulo a Maxima cepit gaudium, non extorsit. Pugnavit in medio proiecta 
toro commodiori situ. Candentem immergit in viscera pugionem Petrus. Nec temperavit sibi illa 
impotens. Spissis terebat basiis subagitantem; fervidis invehebatur succussibus in concutientem. 
Mox titillantibus prolui se Dionaei fluenti sensit deliciis et ebullientibus Amoris rivis. Astiterunt 
ad spondam tremuli lecti Livia, Angela et Brigitta, Fescenninos canentes. 


Tullia.- Quis vero is est Petrus? 


Octavia.- De Ponciorum gente apud Lusitanos nobili et clara. Amabat Rodericus Poncius 
Margarim Meneziam, Margaris Rodericum pari amore. Aristippus, eadem e philosophorum 
secta, invidebat Roderico tam pulchram felicitatem. Ardebat miser, sperabat nihil. Quod solent 
mali, constituit apud animum suum a Roderici avellere puellam amplexibus. Vocanti negat 
Hymenaeo. Bona multa dolo malo praetexit. Mollem et teneram mentem fascinat praestigiis 
simulationum. Vestalem induit, Margarim exuit. Eadem invadit febris Rodericum. Ab Aristippo 
in quam ceciderat ipse scrobem perducitur. Huic dat sapientiae et sectae nomen. Vide, Tullia, et 
ride. Annus nondum praeterierat, paenitet facti. Plaudente bona mente et amicis, repetit domum 
et suos. Interea miserant, quibus potestas erat, Margarim in hanc urbem ad Clementiam 
materteram. Id olim Maximae nomen, dum viveret. 


Tullia.- Ah! Ah! Ah! Non ergo vivit quae futuit. Ah! Ah! Sed sic loquuntur. Bibunt, edunt, 
futuunt Stoici et se negant esse in animantum saeculo. Ah! Ah! Rem lepidam! Se negant vivere. . 


[Desunt quaedam in autographo.| 


Octavia.- ... nam quam Liviam vocant, illa est Margaris, mutato, ut fieri solet, nomine. Hac 
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fraude recepit Margarim et abditis puellarum pastinandis et runcandis insudavit hortis sollers et 
vegetus cunnicola. 


Tullia.- Sic Theodorus tuo. Nam reliquisti ad horti irrigui tui ostium, ligonem Priapo dignum 
holitore iactantem. Quid, otii impatiens, cessas?' Quid cessas? Admitte. 


Octavia.- Et admisi. Pertunda Dea, fer opem. Exsultabat gigas mentula. "Putas me iuvencam, non 
puellam?" dicebam. "Quae posset puella pati? Non patiar." 


"Macte animo," reponebat ille, "patiere. Quae vitulum tulisti taurum feres. Agedum, dea mea. 
Nihil postea supererit quod Veneri, quod Iunoni invideas." 


Dicens incumbit rapido nisu in mollem libidinis sinum. Levius me vulnerarat Caviceus 
devirginans. Gemitum dedi. "Sile," increpat. Compressi vocem, ille me. O clavam Herculeam! 
Nam tredecim pollices longa et crassa ut tibi? bracchium est. Mali loco esse possit in laxa Veneris 
cumba. 


Tullia.- Ut cuique bracchium puellae est, pati posse aiunt, sine magno incommodo suo, eiusdem 
magnitudinis in tubere suo telum. Nosti Clementiam, quae nudiustertius Remundo Marchioni 
nupsit in nostra vicinia?* 


Octavia.- Novi: cui et forma elegans et exile corpus. 


Tullia.- Curta Remundo supellex. Quinque ille pollices non excedit igneus caudex; ea est 
crassitudo quae fidem superet. Qui sciebant male actum iri cum delicata virgine miserescebant. 
Parem esse posse bellatori negabant cui portentosa machina. Natae timebat et mater. Sed 
Remundo magnae divitiae,* summum ingenium. Clementiae angusta res domi, et erat matura 
viro, viginti annos nata. Quid consilii caperet mater? Communicat cum Anna Gusmana sorore 
timorem, haec cum Clementia. 


"Non te fugit, Clementia mea," inquit (nam secesserat* mater), "quae tuae sint futurae partes cum 
Remundo nupseris, id aetatis et ingenii puellam tui?° Erit officii tui et muneris, parte ut tua utatur 
et abutatur ut voluerit. Hae tuae erunt partes." 


"Quae vero erunt,”” 


reponit puella subridens, "suspicor id equidem." 

"Sed qui tibi iam imminet, Remundus, longo et crasso mulus est ramali. Sua tamen illi Veneris 
via eundum per prurientem sexus tui venam ad plenam voluptatem. Nec id fiet absque diro 
cruciatu nec forte fiet. Vide cum animo tuo quid tibi animi sit." 
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Illa timenti similis: "Scis, matertera mea dulcissima," inquit, "paupertatem laritum nostrorum et 
quam sint res angustae afflictis?" 


"Scio," reponit Anna, "sed et volo scire tuaque interest sciam quam sint tibi angustae sub stola. 
Nam suae si non invenerit Veneri aptam, peribis, et illi et tibi dirimetur nuptiarum foedus. Aiunt 
vulgo nulla unquam cum femina habuisse rem pleno coitu. Patientiam praestare noluerunt quae 
sui erant iuris ceventi et conanti. Tu cogeris." 


"Et praestabo," subicit Clementia, "alacri animo. Sufficiet vires et animos Amor. Amo efflictim. 
Forte letum non oppetam." 


"Sed age," refert Anna, "videam ut tibi Venerei campi aequor patet ad proelium." Dicens mittebat 
procacem sub stolam manum. 


"Hei hei! Nimio plus," dicebat puella, "quam honestae licet verecundiam fatigas." 


"O ineptum pudorem!" reponit Anna ac molli et crispa obnuptam lanugine partem attrectat, 
cadurda diducit, digitum inducit. 


Fremere puella, furere non noto pruritu. "Quid id vero rei est, matertera gratissima?" dicebat. 
"Moves me ad libidinem quam nescio. Excitas in medullis ignes quos odi. Desine vexare 
puram." 


"Leve id quidem specimen est," inquit Anna, "licentiae coniugalis. Sunt artus tibi et locus ille 
qualem fingeret filiabus suis aut optaret Venus, libidinis capax, non hebes.' Habebunt se bene et 
feliciter omnia. Probe es ad pugnam comparata. Fer modo fortiter, nam et fortiter feriet.” Addit et 
alia, sed nihil ad rem. “Tibi utique satius sit laniari in lecto quam misere vivere in hac hominum 
luce." 


Quid te moror, Octavia? Sequenti nocte sex passa est assultus.” Laniata est nec tamen vocem 
misit. Tertio penetravit se totum? in tenerum corpus Herculeae clavae truncus. Mulier facta est, 
belle proluta igneo Veneris imbre. At mane facto carnificinae imago varia. Lintea cruore infecta 
in eo quem tenuerat loco cum perfinditur virgo; discissa ipsa ultra quam alia quaevis tulisset 
constanter. Vix stare in pedes, vix gradum facere. 


Octavia.- Micturio, per pruritus tuos, cum illius memini voluptatis qua perfudere sensus meos 
decidui e Theodori tubo in libidinis mea intima incendiarii rores. Persequar narrationem. Supina 
ad extimam iacebam tori spondam, non opportuno situ. Magna vi truditur incoctus herois ramus. 
Transadigit nihil contra conantem. At vero superexstabat pollices quattuor. Ligabam digitorum 
complexu; ulterius non subibat. O bona Venus! Post diffluere coepit. Putavi omnes undequaque, 
quae sunt, quae fuerunt, erunt in annis, confluere hanc in meam partem bonam voluptates, omnes 
convenire Veneres, haec ut mea esset Venus gratior, laetior et amoenior. Putavi caelestes 
dulcedines potiorum deliciarum quas creat Venus depluere mea in praecordia e Veneris caelo. 
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Feriebant liquescentem liquida Amoris fulmina. Combibebam calidas guttas ardens in abdita 
sede. 


Abscessit iam nihili. Vidi fugitivam mentulam. Iam pars sui erat effeta; iam ex heroide pannucea. 


Tullia.- Tu de Theodoro triumphabas victrix. Num et de Chrysogono Sempronia parens tua 
optima? 


Octavia.- O rem, per facetias nostras, non infacetam! Ridebis. 
"Vis nunc videamus," ego ad Theodorum, "ut laetentur Chrysogonus et mater, ut luctentur?”! 


"Volo," inquit, osculum figens. "Nego tamen Chrysogoni felicitatem, ut maxima sit, cum mea 
conferri posse. Incredibilem inveni, regina mea, dea mea, in complexu tuo, in suaviis nectareis." 


"Sequere," repono, "sed suspenso gradu." 


Dissilierat ex asseribus unus de summa contignatione quae cubiculum operit in quo ludebant. Ea 
ex rima, apte diducta,” facilis in cubiculum aspectus et in genialem parentis lectum. Hic est 
campus illi Martius et Venereus. 


Tullia.- Vel perspicacissimas fugiunt saepe plurima quae exitio sunt. Omnia timeas nihil ut 
timeas. Pertit iisdem petita insidiis Lucia, Manrici Fonsecae uxor. Nam quae serva facta est 
alienae voluptatis et sui timoris, num vere periit? Amabat Ioannem, qui illi e servis unus, 
lepidissimum caput. Amabat et una ex ancillis, trucis animi puella. Haec e superiori cubiculo 
lateribus strato laterem movet unum atque alterum. Tabulas e contignatione variis perforat? in 
locis terebello, unde prospiceret in erae cubiculum. Die, nocte, quod se sperni a Joanne videret, 
quasi e specula, quid in Luciae fieret cubiculo, unde iras aleret, oculis legebat curiosis amans et 
amens. Accidit non ita mane evocari ad Luciam Ioannem. Nam Manricus venatum ierat prima 
luce, alter Meleager. Audiit excetra, evolat ad speculam. Videt Luciam recubantem in lecto et ita 
involutam linteo ut non dubitares quin vellet videri nuda et non videri. Pectus, papillae, femora, 
quasi non ex composito, nuda; venter et uteri potior pars latebat. Audi servae truculentae tetrum 
scelus. Procurrit ad Iuditham, Manrici sororem, Luciae dotibus et laudibus infensam. Spectare 
iubet quae intro fierent. loannes rogabat dominam miseresceret tam certi amoris, quo urebatur 
miser. Offerebat vitium, urgebat. Illa negabat, pugnabat. 


"Te ame vere amari, mi Ioannes, sit id tibi operae pretium. Numquam vero patiar foedari me 
adulteris complexibus. Non si reges ament. Quod unum possum cedo libens. Obtuere ut voles 
omnes meas dotes. Oculi et manus tuae meis ut poteris fruantur sollertes bonis. Nihil praeterea 
tempta; operam et oleum perdideris." 


"Intellego, domina. Quae tot condonas amori meo," dicebat Ioannes, "omnia negas. Sed, et 
intellego, perdo operam infelix; saltem opera tua blandienti perdiderim et oleum." 
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"Faciam si quidem vis," subicit Lucia. "Ecce laevam meam, utere." 


Arrigebat non admodum laute mutoniatus, puer equidem annorum sedecim. Rogat prehendat 
mutonem; prehendit ridens. "Vide," subicit, "quam bona et liberalis tibi sim domina. Servitutem 
servio tuae voluptati." 


Papillis ille Luciae, post bonae parti dexteram admovet. Corripiens Lucia commulgebat hircum. 
Nugabatur hic in cadurdis ridicula digitorum micatione, rectus ad lecti interiorem spondam. "O 
manus tua alba et teres," dicebat, "ut mirabili mihi! est pro cunno favens! Ut te bearem et 
implerem felicitate! Urge, urge!" 


Renidens Lucia irrequieto navae ancillabatur mentulae obsequio. Ad haec momento in obiectum 
evomit linteum genialis umoris magnam copiam. Nec iners fuit cum pueri dextera Luciae 
congressus. In Venereo gurgite anhelanti puellae medii digiti fervebat” opus; subabat amoris 
oestro percita; eodem se sensit remitti temporis puncto. "Agedum, agedum!" dicebat aestuans. 
Os dicenti praeclusit puer spissis suaviis. Excreta mobilibus e lumbis albi et praecocti veneni vis 
suavi demulsit titillatione castam adulteram. 


Gaudiis luctus confinium. Sic voluit fati inclementia. Exsultare Iuditha et superbire. "Habeo," 
inquit, "vincula tibi et catastam, Lucia. Regnabo, servies. Sequere, Mancia" (id servae nomen). 
"Recta eamus ad paelicem. Ni consenserit, morietur." 


Moverunt Manciam ad pietatem hae minae, movente amore. "Non nego, domina," inquit, "mereri 
utrumque aliquantum supplicii. Insanae, quidquid id est, adulescentiae ludus fuit, non affectae 
vitio et sceleris contagio grave flagitium." 


"Videbimus," reponit. "At tu sequere. Cum vero ingressa fuerim in id paelicis lupanar, obsera 
diligenter fores. Si feceris, magnum a te abegeris infortunium." 


Secuta sunt tum tristia et amara cum laeta et dulcia, scitu digna multa. Interim redi tu’ ad 
Theodorum. 


Octavia.- Ut pervenimus ad speculam, videmus Chrysogonum lectum versus, qui in angulo erat, 
divam suam, nam sic loquebatur, manu ducentem. "Quid, diva mea," dicebat, "nunc putas esse 
rei Theodoro cum Octavia?" 


"Scio," inquit illa, "nam audivi vocem ac si vim pateretur ingemiscentis. Puellam docet difficili 
via ire ad gloriam, et gaudeo." 


"Haudquaquam," reponit Chrysogonus. "Conto cubitali miseram discindit. Hine clamor. 
Coniecissem etiam fidum sodalem in amplexus tuos; amor non admisit cogitationem, qui in te est 
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meus. Marito irascor! tuo et invideo quod gaudiorum habeam participem. Suasi puellam insidiis 
petat, sciebam repulsam non laturum." 


Dicens proiecit toro corpus resupinum. "O caeleste delictum meum!" dicebat. "Osculis instilla 
amanti amoris furores. Irrita nequitias in me tuas, ingeniosa et petulans." 


"Male sit isti vesti detritae," respondebat mater, "quae desideriis negat amatum pectus, quae vili 
segmentata centone, philosophica caligine tot involvit venustates. Discutiam ego has nebulas 
quae te, lucem meam, mihi obscurant. Quam altius potero stolam istam revolvam muliebrem. 
Male sit sartori! Quo vestes hae fluxae et longae pacto philosophum decent, quae hominem non 
decent? Qui vere homo sit, longa mentula decet, non longa vestis." 


Assurgentem viri nervum levibus appetit talitris, miscens suavia. "En," dicebat, "insultantem 
pudicitiae salacitatem! En, superbam illam imperatricem mentularum! En, ignava et vecors 
languet. Ecce vero, 0 veternosa mentula, cunnum qui te provocat ad duellum. Laeva hac mea 
fetiali bellum indicit." 


"Denuda, denuda pectus, regina mea," refert Chrysogonus. "Et potes, quandoquidem fluido illo 
praecinxisti artus supparo. Expedi papillarum lacteos orbes et cycladem, si vis ab omni parte esse 
beatum, deice. Pulchrior te pulchra eris, si nuda eris. Ornatior es propriis dotibus quam ut mundo 
ornatuve egeas." 


Obsequitur. Deponit supparum et cycladem. Interius supererat indusium. Iussit deponi 
Chrysogonus. Defluxit ad pedes, et purpureo pudore suffusae sunt genae honestae matronae. 
"Quo maiori cumules ignominia?" inquit. “Quid praeterea imperabis, o ere, cui vendidisse videor 
animam?" 


Corpus mecastor illi pulchrum et nitens! 

Tullia.- Scio. 

Octavia.- Impatiens morae Chrysogonus. "Exuisti vestes," inquit, "nunc figuram illam, 
Sempronia mea, qua nosti tantopere delectari me, indue." Exsilit in supinum et sedens obversa 


spiculum candens divaricatis femoribus vibrat ipsa in se sua manu. 


Tunc Theodorus, "Haec me rei imago," inquit, "implet amore et furore. Abeamus, Octavia mea, 
res acturi nostras, non saxei." 


Abimus. Conicit in lectum et opportuniori quam fueram in prima coitione collocat situ. "Vide, 
Octavia, quidquid id est" (pilum librabat laeva). "Cum videris, non invidebis matri Chrysogonum 
suum." 

"At subit," refero, "curiosa libido. Cedo, emetiar." Credes, Tullia? Tredecim ad summum 


mucronem pollices longum, minabatur crucem miserae crispanti actitatione. 
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"Metuo vehementer," aio, "haec ut ne trabes, ut longa, ut crassa est, mitti possit in 
contignationem! meam. Experiar. Sed per Venerem, subi, non perfringe; illabere, non irrumpe; 
lude, non lania." 


Ostio admoverat catapultam; iam in oppugnatione erat arcis meae. Tollo femina. Impellit 
ballistam, nec tamen movi. Incumbit totis viribus, nec tamen movi. Disiecta, discissa et perfracta 
intro sunt omnia. Intimus uteri sinus dire pulsabatur et enixa vi adacti caudicis concreta 
solvebatur arcis compages. Revello pilum a vulnere; vix ligabam ferocientem digitorum vinculo. 
Tantae molis erat! Comprimo actutum magnoque depluit opobalsami imbre. Affectum crudo 
vulnere laesae vulvae sinum suavissime demulsit. Mota ad libidinem, incredibili cum titillatione 
remissa sum. Numquam, mecastor, addidit mihi maiori cum voluptate sitiens vulva Veneream 
ambrosiam. Ut iuvit esse, ut est, bibulam! Ego vero, dato osculo, iam inutile excutio pondus. Me 
laeta subduco. 


Barbam viri ridens fervida capio manu. "Hac displices libidini meae," inquam. "Cedo, agedum, 
hanc demetam longam, hircinam, aheneam barbam." Et admoveo forcipem. 


"Cave sis," exclamat, "ne feceris. Si demeteres, et laudem demeres. Ne feceris, fatua. Nam haec 
sapientia nostra maxime in barba consistit, non ita in moribus. Barbato hac aequamur Iovi et 
Consentibus Diis. Nam Medioxumi et plebs deorum imberbis est. Et decet barba viros graves et 
excellentes. Decet imperatores haec barbae longae et hispidae dignitas. Vidi olim, 
Archimandritae Sandionysiani ostendente vicario, Dionysii Areopagitae (nam iactitant) Graece 
scriptas commentationes ab Emanuele Byzantino Imperatore ad Carolum Calvum missas dono. 
Depictus est Emanuel in fronte libri cum coniuge et natis. Sed Emanueli longa barba et ad 
medium pertingens pectus. Compactus praestanti arte liber gemmis olim et auro opertus erat. 
Probi monachi aurum et gemmas detraxere. Barbam Emanueli non detraxere; aurea non erat. 
Non defuisset, apud Dionysianos, barbae aureae suus Dionysius,” ut Apollini Syracusis non 
defuit." Haec Theodorus. 


"Nec ego," inquam, "hunc tibi violabo barbae honorem. Habeto per me salvum, qui pauper et 
inops tot me bonis locupletasti, tot Veneris bonae crispantibus opibus." 


Tullia.- Nec capere, inepta, poteras totam felicitatem tuam. Sed arrigit tibi ad undecim pollices 
Caviceus. 


Octavia.- Nugae! Novem non superat. Quid id ad Theodorum?* 


Tullia.- Pertunda mea! Cur tam bellae non contigere dotes vel Calliae vel Lampridio? Fruerer, 
fruerer. 


Octavia.- Enimvero conferre dicebas ad mulieris pulchritudinem illi ut modice hiet ad rorem 
concha. Crassioris igitur nulla mentulae laus, per quam sua cunno laus servari non potest. 
Utcumque angustum sit id iter quo ad voluptatem descenditur, res Veneris gratiores numquam 
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quam cum sunt in angustiis.' Hinc facete dictum a Ioanne Principe, qui et mastupratorum 
princeps, in sua sibi manu qualem vellet invenire cunnum, nec laxum nec salgama exhalantem. 


Tullia.- Et praeterea commendant Veneres qui non omnino inter femina delitescat conditus; 
novem decemve distet tantum pollices ab umbilico. Demissa plerisque puellis ita fugit pubes ut 
aversa videatur ad Venerem via. Difficiles cum illis concubitus. Non potuit Theodora Aspilcueta, 
nisi posito pectore et sublatis in genua lumbis, devirginari. Frustra supinae vir insudarat 
superfusus. Operam luserat, oleum perdiderat. 


Demum sub elato aliquantum colle subsidat, velut sub promontorio, cumba. Haec si conveniant, 
quae pulchra videtur spectanti et pulchra sentietur ab ineunte. Sed et interdum laborat vitio quae 
arta est. Nam audivi iureconsultos dicere mulierem ita artam ut mulier fieri non possit (sic 
loquuntur) sanam non videri. Quibus virginale consertum concretumve fuerit, infausti id esse 
ominis plerumque solet. De Cornelia ferunt adeo arta genitalium compage natam esse ut 
difficillime mulier facta sit. Necatis Gracchis infelicior mater visa est quam felicior visa erat 
editis. Quae de obsignata dixere virgine, ea falsa sunt omnia et perniciosae ad imposturam artes. 


Octavia.- Etiam aiunt os superius testem esse inferiori. Cui enim os parvum loquenti, et esse 
iactitant os parvum futuenti. 


Tullia.- Nugae! Et nugae quae hi garriunt Amoris geometrae. Medium cuiusque pedem puellae 
mensuram aiunt esse ostii, quo scilicet itur ad divae virginitatis sacrarium. Nugae. Novi cui 
parvum os, parvus pes; grande et araneosum iacet spelaeum atra inter inguina. Certa nulla constat 
ratio. Haec constat: cuique uni probe machaerae convenit haec vagina. Ita natura est 
comparatum. Si tenuis machaera, comprimit ultro se vagina laxior; si rudis et immanis 
(Durandaliam aut Flambergiam adhibe), dilatatis haec vagina fibris excipit gratulantem gratulans 
hospitem hospes. 


Octavia.- Se res sic” habet et experior. Statui certe nihil potest, per Priapi coleos. Si roborascenti 
terribiles ramo omnibus non sunt apti mulieribus, sunt uni et alteri. Habuit prominentissimi penis 
domesticum Heliogabalus; Onon? vocabat. Apud Pygmaeos ad pedum pertingit malleolos. Si 
nostris ad genua hominibus propenderet, nullum putas fore huius ballistae usum? Erras.* 


Sed enim multo maior est hominum numerus quibus ultra octo septemve pollices non excurrit; 
hic communior modus. Quid faceres? Nec etiam sunt nihili et nulla in gratia apud Venerem. 
Aliqua florent quibus id non est peculii et hos commendat Hymenaeo sua laus. Dux Ferrandus et 
Vastius Marchio magni sunt nominis viri, nec magnae tamen mentulae, qua parte viri sunt. Illis 
coniuges et liberi. Vastio uxor formosa et ardens bello, liberi venusti et summae spei. Ea crassa 
est satis mentula et longa, quae amantis et amati> peculium. Ab eo omnia placent, qui vere placet. 
Maluerim mea in cumba ab amico infigi aciculam quam ab alio trabalem clavum. 
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Experior etiam ego, Tullia; nam pulchrum in sinu foveo columbulum Dionaeum. Puer, cui 
fingendo! Venus et Gratiae* posuere operam, silente nocte ludit in sinu meo et penis illi nec 
longus nec crassus; a nullo tamen maiores cepi voluptates. Illi sum voluptatis? cumulus et ille est 
mihi. 


Tullia.- Quis ille est? Quid narras? 


Octavia.- A matre accepi dono pulchros delectum inter pueros. Parens illi Manilia,* soror nutricis 
meae. Quartum supra decimum annum, a die mensis Septembris vigesima, complevit: ephebus 
quem forma praeferas Phoebo. 


Tullia.- Vidi formosissimum puerum. Educandum Sempronia dedit Academicis, doctis viris, quae 
magna laus est, et probis, quae plurima. 


Octavia.- Nihil, Tullia mea, te celabo. Nam cum exsudantia e suis corporibus infundunt in nostra 
amatores libidinum momenta, dicunt se frui nobis. Ita et ego, cum secretissimas animae 
cogitationes in tuam instillo, fruor anima tua et te. O dulcem fruitionem! O delinificam spiritui 
meo Venerem in hac animorum coniunctione! 


Tullia.- Te credidi, voluptas mea, non alteram esse me, sed unam me. Effudi tuos ante oculos 
meas omnes libidines, nec puduit. Induxi te in intimas pectoris fibras, nec paenitet. Loquere. 


Octavia.- Audies suo loco. Postquam de pulchritudine amoena dixisset multa Alphonsus, surrexit 
in pedes Aloisia. 


"Vultis," inquit, "dicam ego quae censeo? Os ingenuum, nescium? fraudis pectus, cunnum nec 
dantem nec negantem, mobiles lumbos ingeniumque’ versatile, id veram esse pulchritudinem 
censeo. Censebit et mecum pruriens Socrates." 

Cum diceret’ et rideremus, pultant ad fores. Dii boni! 

Tullia.- Qui pultant? 

Octavia.- Cum Chrysogono Theodorus. Ut vidi, ut perii! Salutavere Eleonoram. Ad me limis 
Theodorus respexit oculis et salutavit conivens. Advolat in amplexum Chrysogoni Alphonsus. 
Me Theodorus, sermonem de sermone serens, perducit in hortos. Laudat formam et tuvenile 


decus. Maiorem in me spargit florum copiam quam in hortis erat. 


"Cum te video," dicebat, "amor meus novos concipit ignes. Te misereat mei. Nam beati et laeti 
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Chrysogonus equidem et Eleonora res suas agunt; agamus et nos nostras." 
"Ut valet Sempronia mater?" repono. "Nihil habes ab ea dicere?”! 


"Tussit," ait, "commendem tuam tibi valetudinem. Puerum pectebat et comebat. Nae felices quae 
cum illo tam lepido, tam formoso cubabunt!" 


Tullia mea, hoc me incendit verbum torrente flamma. Sensi intimas uri medullas et iniecto 
salaciae oestro furere mihi Veneris venam; nam ante hos duos menses actos cum Roberto 
consuevi. "Exspectat vero mater," subicit Theodorus, "e cognatis tuis nescio quam de genere 
Ponciorum. Robertus rogavit dicerem diligentem esse sibi curam passeris tui quem commendasti; 
pipilare uni tibi et tuum irrequieto quaerere sinum volatu. Sed te mei pietas capiat, Octavia. 
Amore emorior. Quis immunis esse possit, qui te viderit, ab hoc vectigali quod omnipotenti 
omnes libidini pendimus?" 


Dum ambulamus accurrit e familia Eleonorae servus. Affert litteras. Dicit esse curru ex urbe 
advectos qui me conventam vellent. Sequor praeeuntem et lego in via litteras. Haec scribebat 
mater: 


Mitto, nata, Amorem tuum pulcherrimum ad te, amores suos. Extorsit id a me precibus et 
lacrimis. Nostrum vero transfugit in sexum sumpta stola, sexui nostro nova lux. Puellam credent 
qui viderint et laudabunt; velim nec tu sentias puerum esse. Parce tamen pueri artubus. 
Quidquid id erit, gaudebo te beate agere. Cetera disces a nutrice. Fruere et me ama. 


"Quae me gaudia," dicebam apud animum meum, "tollunt in caelestes!” O me felicem et hoc 
matris beneficio parem deabus!" 


Ut vero ingredior interius in conclave, reperio puellam forma divina, comptam, ornatam, in sella 
sedentem. Sola erat et vultu mirabiliter ad modestiam composito, salutat prope factam genibus 
inflexis, ut nos solemus. Resaluto. Curiosius vultum caelestem oculis lego. Haereo. Puto nec 
puto esse Robertum. Quo proprior accedo, eo dubito magis. Nam altior longe videbatur et nescio 
quid spirabat in vultu virgineum. 


"Multi praeteriere dies," ego ad eam. "O dea, num? de caelo descendisti?" 


Illa subridet et in risu Robertum video. Inicit collo bracchia, osculatur, osculor et ego. Sed 
quibus, Venus bona, osculis illum ego, ille me! Advolat nutrix. 


"Cavete," inquit, "servorum qui circumvolitant malignam perspicacitatem. Mandat mater dicas 
esse e cognatis tuis unam de gente Poncia et peregre profectam religionis causa. Reliqua audies 
quae habeo in mandatis. Interim cavete ne quid excidat vobis quod utrique pesti sit." 


"Partes meas," ait Robertus, "belle exsequar in hac fabula." 
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Colloquentibus ecce superveniunt Aloisia et Isabella cum Alphonso et Theodoro. Diana Poncia 
(id attulerat nomen Robertus ex urbe) mirabili gratia salutavit omnes virgineo more. Puellam 
mirantur; atunt esse summae pulchritudinis, non mortale numen. "Prima luce," inquit, "ad urbem 
appuli et continuandum mihi cras iter etiam summo mane. At dulce fuit cognatae conspectu et 
sermone aliquot frui per horas. Haec mihi voluptas pro viatico erit, et facitis, per humanitatem 
vestram, duplo maior videri ut possit haec felicitas." 

Fraudem nemo suspicatus est, et ne quis suspicioni locus esset, ad Eleonoram dico currere me, 
tantae ne diutius visu pulchritudinis careat. Sequitur Theodorus. Ad Eleonoram imus. Obductae! 
vero cubiculi erant fores. Nondum se ab Chrysogoni expedierat rabiosis compressionibus. Qua 
serae inseritur clavis adhibeo oculos. 

Tullia.- Quid vides? Nam et rides. 


Octavia.- Sedebat in sella Eleonora, divaricatis feminibus, revoluta veste. Superequitabat 
Chrysogonus et trepidanti subagitabat clune. Inspexit et Theodorus. 


"Nunc, 0 spes mea, misereat meae te tentiginis, quae me excruciat. Talis me enecat voluptatis 
imago." 


Ego vero nolebam. Certum erat castam servare me Amori meo et lucidae nocti. 


"Non possum," refero. "Fluor infestat menstruus libidinis sedem. Sufficiet Eleonora tibi et sodali 
et iam hunc peregit." 


Venit ecce ad nos alacri vultu. Illa ad me: "Ut tibi, Octavia, risit Venus?" 


"Nec me vidit," repono, "nec ab octo diebus blandita est aegrae spes amoris. Sed est quod abs te 
petam et enixe petam." 


"Quid id est?" refert. "Iam impetrasti. Quid tibi negem, dulcis Octavia?" 

"Bene est," repono. "Volo commodes mihi veredum tuum et agiles lumbos." 

"Nugaris, inepta," inquit. "Quis veredi tibi mei usus, quae calcar non habes?" 

"Si Theodoro commodaris," respondeo, "mihi esse commodatum habe persuasum." 

Preces miscuit Chrysogonus; rogando vicimus. 

"Ergo abite," ait ridens, "in malam crucem, qui me huic iterum datis permolendam libidini." 


Abimus. Theodorus vero his Eleonoram aggreditur verbis complexans: "Sane cara es 
Philosophiae numini sancto, cui hac contigit una die laus philosophicis duabus mentulis esse 
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opitulatam. Referant tibi et faventes stellae gratias quas habemus sapienti tuo et liberali cunno. 
Continuos, ac qui finem non capiant, voluptatum illi rivos et deliciarum rores Amor depluat et 
Venus. Nec finis gaudiorum tibi sit nec modus." Dein deturbat in lectum, et in bene unctam 
Veneris patellam tucetum crassum et suculentum e sua devehit penu incumbens. "Nacta es in me, 
domina," dicebat, "Priapos Lampsacenos tres, Hercules quattuor. Utere; nam tibi non stupent 
lumbi et sapit cherson.” 


"Utar," respondet Eleonora, et dicenti fascinum immane vi agit in abdita penetralia. "Me enecas, 
carnifex!" exclamat Eleonora. Acerrimis ille subagitationibus litabat; mox explosit catapultam. 
"Non est id Venerem exercere, sed lacerare perditissime," dicebat Eleonora. "Letum misisti in 
corpus meum, non moly plantam." 


Advolo ego, amplector, osculor. Exire sodales. Urbem repetunt, stipe, quam ex philosophico 
instituto rogaverant, collata, laeti ultra quam dici possit. Deponit lecto Eleonora fessos artus et 
reliquum in lusibus et iocis consumimus diem. Diana, et cum interrogat et cum respondet, 
mirabiliter satisfecit. Pulchritudinem laudabat eius Alphonsus, laudabat et Eleonora. "Quid me," 
respondet, "qualemcumque ob hanc laudatis pulchritudinem, donum fluxum et caducum? Non 
laudatis quod tam excellens nata sit mihi cognata, quae virtuti pro virtute ipsi est. Hoc, quo me 
bearunt superi, praestantius multo donum est." Reposui pauca, sed apta. Placuit vero vehementer 
haec dicens et novis crevit incendium ignibus. Sed volo, Tullia, hanc ab origine fabulam exsequi, 
si velis. 


Tullia.- Ni tuus esset Robertus, meum vellem. 
Octavia.- Nostris eram in hortis cum matre ante sex menses. Multa de suo in me amore et studio 
dixit, repetitis a prima pueritia exemplis. "Nunc vero munus concinno tibi," subicit subridens, 


"quod omnium longe rerum superet pretium." Gratias egi. 


Paucos post dies accersit in aedes Robertum. Iubet nobiscum prandere. Convertebat nostros in se 
oculos tot venustatum avidos. Mirabar; nec scienti nec percipienti mihi gliscebat amor. 


"Paulo sis audacior volo," dicebat puero mater. "Libere colloquere. Scio te praestare ingenio." 


"Quandoquidem, domina, tubes, parum a reverentia, quam tibi debeo, et ab officio secedam meo, 
ne inoboediens videar, qui sum obsequentissimus et esse debeo." 


"Ingeniose respondet," repono. 


"At enim," ait, "Ingenii quae credis esse aliquid in me, inspira ex tuo et erit. Nam in te dextro 
convenit Iove pulchritudo corporis et praestantia ingenii." 


"Ergo, Roberte, quae se suis non probat, pulchra tuis videtur oculis Octavia?" refert mater. 


"Videtur, per omnes deos, per omnes deas, pulcherrima et est. Diis amorem et deabus invidiam 
creare possit." 


"Quid si consentiret amori tuo Octavia?" subicit mater. "Amares?" 

"Amabo," ait, "quamquam et non consentiat. Nam nihili sum puer; qui tandem fiet ut consentire 
possit amori meo? Sed locuples est illa et naturae et fortunae et virtutum donis; qui fieri potest ut 
non amem?" 


"Gratum sane erit," respondeo, "me abs te amari tam amabili puero. Vis mihi alter esse maritus?" 


"Dedecores mariti nomen," reponit, "mihi si indideris; servi et vernulae relinque. Studiis erga te 
meis, ut potero, honestabo." 


Finitis epulis rediit ad Academicos et sensi, cum abiit, aliquam meae mihi animae partem deesse. 
Tunc mater ad me: "Quid de puero iudicas, nata?" 


Esse respondeo ex Amoribus unum, eumque! pulcherrimum, qui ex Veneris gremio evolavit ad 
nos. 


"Num dices," adicit mater, "fore beatas quarum in amplexus veniet?" 

"Sane ut futurae sint infelices," respondeo, "non video. Hunc sibi reginae generum velint." 
Dein caecum alebam venis vulnus, Tullia mea. Tandem post mensem nascenti amori favit mater 
optima. Iubet venire Robertum. Liberam dat confabulandi mecum potestatem. Ingeniosus est 
Amor quem fata instillant. Puer, per aetatem nec par amori nec satis aptus, amore arsit, culus 
usum nesciebat. 

Interea contigit matrem diro conflictari meam morbo. Ut bonam recepit valetudinem: "Ingrata 
sim," inquit, "Octavia mea, si, quae ope et opera tua erepta sum leto, tuis in me benefactis non 
respondeam meis in te.” Tanti pretii sum tibi pollicita munus quod omne pretium superet. 
Meministi?" 


"Memini, mater," inquam, "et quidquid a te mihi venerit summo erit in pretio." 


At illa osculum ferens: "Robertum," reponit, "volo tibi dono dare, quem et Iuno optet sibi dari. 
Erubescis? Novi abs te amari." 


"Non nego, mater," refero. 

"Hunc tibi educo," ait, "et servo. Volo, dignus ut sit benevolentia tua, excoli diligenter omni 
virtutum et disciplinarum genere. Hunc tuos in amplexus coniciam. Sed tener est. De etus tantum 
pulchritudine et vita detraxeris quantum acrius indulseris voluptati. Id fac ne obliviscaris." 

"Non sum oblitura," dixi. 


' G cumque 
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Tertio post die quaesivit inter prandendum an domi reliqua die futura essem. Respondi in animo 
esse domi manere. Post laudavit domesticam vestem qua induta eram, libera et fluxa, e 
subtilissimo lino. "Nec ista," inquit, "invidet oculis tuas vestis dotes nec obicit. Mirifice in ea 
places; ne mutes." Dixi non mutaturam. 


Tullia.- Quae cogitabas cum animo tuo, cum amore tuo? 


Octavia.- Non cogitabam adfuturam! tam cito mihi tantam felicitatem. Nescio quid non 
absolutum dat in manus Attalici operis mater. "Acu pinge quae desunt, quae egregia es artifex," 
ait. 


Recessi in cubiculum. Is erat dies vigesimus Mati. Sedeo humili in lecto sericeo strato vellere. In 
variis cogitationum nebulis mihi mens ludebat. Dubius inter vigiliam et somnum allabitur sopor. 
Ecce hoc momento intrat Manilia, puerum ad me perducens. Affixae umeris alae et pendens 
pharetra; arcum laeva, sagittam dextra gestabat. Cupidinem dixisses et vere erat. 


"Parens me mittit Venus ad te," ait voce blanda puer, "quod scit a te vinci se pulchritudine. Vult 
serviam tibi Amorum reginae." 


"Non servies," repono, "pulcherrime Amorum. Esse si velis ex animo meus, regnabis." 


"At enim," subicit Manilia, "dies fabulis vobis perdenda non est. Secede paulum, formose 
Amor." Ut secessit: "Ego et mater tua mancipio tibi nexuique, nata," inquit, "hunc puerum 
damus, sed tener est et debili lumbo. Utere, sed parca voluptate. Sin aliter feceris, defluet, ut 
solent flores quos carpsit gelida hiems." 


"Depereo," aio, "puerum misera et abunde erit voluptatis cupidae et amanti, si sciero vere esse 
meum."” 


"Parce puero," dicebat nutrix. "Hac hora satisfactum crede voluptati tuae si puero eripueris 
virginitatem. Quod eius sine dolore non fiet. Nam illi mentula obducta praeputio est nec aperiet 
impune tibi caput reginae suae. Promisit se fortiter facturum. Quos volueris habere inspira 
animos venustatum tuarum et voluptatum ostentatione." 


Post alas Amori puero demebat. "Nam volo te," dicebat, "constantem esse. Nolo ab eius unquam 
evoles latere." Tollit pharetram et sagittas. "Nunc," inquit, "opus sunt alia tibi tela, aliis 
pugnandum armis." 

"Intellego," ait ille, "et esse telum mihi sentiet dea mea, quo secum pugnem." 


Abiit nutrix et fores occlusit. 


Tullia.- 
Dicite io Paean et io* bis dicite Paean: 
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decidit in casses praeda petita meos. 


Octavia.- Delibutus gaudio puer exsilit ad me. "Domina, domina," inquit, "meae me nunc pudet 
aetatis. Quam turpe sit esse puerum vere sentio. Impar ero felicitati meae." 


> > >} > > 


"Sed est," inquit, "aliquando praeterea amatorium. Non bene incipiam tiro nec graviter perficiam 
" 
puer. 


Consedimus? in lecto, tum ego osculor. Incendia mittebant, non scintillas, oculi mei. Demisit ille 
manum in sinum. "Quid tibi vis?" dicebam. "Liberius sane agis quam deceat." Tractat papillas, 
suaviatur, incalescit. Non potui quin amplecterer, ita lepide et festive agebat et dicebat omnia. 
Tunc infert sub stolam dexteram. "Euge," inquam, "quid hac quaeris?" 


"Uxorem meam quaero," respondet. "Istic habitat." 
Risi. "Sed non patiar id inhonestum," aio, "si honesta sim." 


"Tuum quidquam potest esse inhonestum?" refert. "Noli maritum tuum repugnans fatigare; 
Amori cede." 


"Cedam," aio, "tam bello, tam ingenioso Amori. Tua sum, mi Amor, nec amplius mea sum. Tibi 
vivo." 


Errabat interea puerilis manus, non docta Veneris* viam. Paulo supra genua haesit; post femora 


pererravit et nates leves, Tullia, et molliter tumentes. Nec ultra audebat. Pueriliter omnia. 
"Scis usum," ego ad illum, "mi Cupido, corporis tui et mei?" 


"Videor mihi scire," infit, "sed pro certo non habeo an certo sciam. Vidi in tabulis pictis Veneris 
histrioniam." 


"Dignus eras," subicio, "pulchriori quam ego sum. Cape quae voles, utere, fruere. Age maritum." 
Educit e carceribus mentulam. "Quid de hac re tam lepida fieri speras?" inquam. 
"Quod iubebis id fiet," reponit. 


Praeludebat, inflammescebat. Sensit sibi facem* Veneream ardere et turgere libidine. Genibus 
accidit; rogat ignoscam si quid inepte fecerit nec satis urbane. Laeva mox resupinae revolvit ad 
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pectus tunicam et citus! manum admovet pubi. Primoribus digitis tractat lanuginem, scalpit; 
rimam metitur igneam. 


"Dic, sodes, mi Amor," inquam, "quid quaerit hic sibi passerculus tuus?" Nam arrigebat. 
"Puto," respondet, "nidum quaerere, quem teneo manu." 

"Sine," repono, "sine huc? evolet." 

"Et ecce," ait, "evolat." 

Et alacri se cursu feminibus inserit meis divaricatis. Ah, ah, ah, ostendebam milvo pullum. 


Tullia.- Per genium meum, prurit insolitum quid ingeniosa haec narratio. Mira es nugarum 
artifex. In tenui labor, at’ tenuis non gloria. 


Octavia.- Adhibet anhelans puer pugionem vaginae. 
Tullia.- Mutinum crassum, longum?* 


Octavia.- Crassum ut habes pollicem; longum sex pollices. Fidem habe mihi, convenimus belle 
alter alteri. 


"A regia aberras voluptatis via," dicebam. Manum porrigo caeco passeri auspex et dux. Init 
libidinis viam tenebricosam. "Nunc fortiter percute, mergere,°> caede, macta," subicio. "Sic haec 
res agitur." 


Tunc adegit ensem suo nisu, excepi meo. Peni favebam susurro. "Me laesum," inquit, "intus 
sentio.° Quid vero id est?" Pressit suspirium et momento subagitare’ ille, comprimere, concutere. 


Cevebant trepidanti oculi et mens. Ego succutere, contra niti.* Sed et subabant mihi intra pectus 
cordis intimae fibrae. Adulabatur haec cogitatio voluptati, venisse Amorem in amplexus meos. 
Innectebam ulnis incubantis marmoreas nates et micantibus urgebam suavium alaparum 
velitationibus. Audivi Hymenaeum ex fervidis lumborum anfractibus’ cachinnantem et 
anhelantem Venerem. Resoluta sum in effluvium; nondum puer. 


Nec calida suavia et umida nec blaesa murmura nec spissas compressiones nec innumerabiles in 
una voluptate voluptates satis tibi, mea Tullia, fando explicem. Cogita Psyches cum Cupidine 
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concubitum; is fuit meus cum Roberto. Illi ego pro Anima; is ipse meus est Amor. 


Tandem conivere puero oculi, attolli,! circumagi, deficere deliquio; patranti subsiliebat intro 
cauda; nova exagitabatur intemperie; intremiscebant comprimenti celeres lumbi; extra se 
ponebatur, inopina mentis vertigine. "O domina, o regina," inquit, "elabor e vita. Quid id est 
novi?" aiebat. Impingit osculum et momento colliquescit.” 


Postquam perfecit, foveo languidum in sinu.? Oscula osculis, suspiria miscemus suspiriis. 
"Fuit tibi quidquam meum dulce, marite dulcissime?" dicebam. 
"In hac voluptate," respondet, "omnes sensi voluptates. Vivus es, Octavia, summi boni fons." 


"Velim tibi esse," inquam, "sic et mihi egomet ero. Recrea vero exhaustas vires brevi somno. Qui 
nos viderit me Cypridem credet, te Cupidinem in matris dormientem gremio." 


"Non opus illi somno," reponit reversa Manilia. "Basiorum sine fine odoros purpureis tuis in 
labellis flores legat. Id illi opus est." 


Post egregium par perducit ad matrem. Advolat mater in complexus pudore offusae. "Quae haec 
est," ait, "maeroris* species? Te pueri piget, Octavia, tam venusti? Pudet, Roberte, libere lusisse 
in puella tam formosa? Infeliciter cessere hae nuptiae? Abfuit Hymenaeus? Non favit Cupidini 
Venus?" 


"Quin immo," reponit Manilia, "feliciter acta sunt omnia quae fieri oportuit nuptias facientibus. 
Bellissime proeliatus est in virgine tua Robertus meus. Habes generum et hic uxorem." 


"Bene est," inquit mater, et repetit adulans suavia. "Laudo," subicit, "athletas fortes et pugnaces. 
Cessit utrique victoria." 


"Sane victum me fateor," refert Robertus. "Martem pugnando vinceret." 
"Sile, tam nugax quam pulcher. Sile," aio, "qui proelii refers vulnera, sed honesta." 


"Sed ipse proprio mucrone," infit puer, "vulneratus sum et tuo balsamo oblitum et curatum 
vulnus." Ridebat mater. 


Affertur lauta> gustatio. Propinavit mater amantibus et salaciae; Robertus Iunoni reginae suae, 
Semproniae, et Hebae Iunonis filiae, Octaviae suae. Id dices, Tullia, a schola ductum, sed et 
ductum ab amore. Rogavit mater an bene haberet. 
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"Roga Octaviam," respondet, "nam me si ex animo amat, bene habeo."! 
"Bene habes," repono, "plurimum places." 


"Per te, dea, verae subii voluptatis delubrum. Ingressus sum ad vitam, quae illic condita 
delitescebat." 


"Et sane," ait mater, "desiisti? puer esse, vir factus es. Vexit te momento Octavia ad virilem 
aetatem. Male, male illis sit qui Verticordiam dictam esse Venerem, quod ad pessima quaeque 
hominum convertat mentes, mentiuntur. A nugis vertit ad seria. E puellarum et puerorum 
manibus bullas excutit et pupas, concutiendo et succutiendo." 


Tunc dimisit puerum ad Academicos. "Ut in Venere ante annos venit sagacitas, sic veniunt et 
cani. Nolo puerum," mater ad me, "ante mensem videas. Nolo corrumpi et insenescere in 
amplexibus tuis. Post id temporis cubabit tecum. Gaudiis tuis tota nocte potiere. Sed contumax 
illi spiritus nec regi facilis.? Pulcher est, sed etiam ferus. Succensui ante hos dies quod terrae 
filius, nihili* puer, auderet nobilibus apud Academicos pueris aequalem putare se et gerere. 
'Erras, domina,' respondit; 'qui carus Octaviae sum, sum iam nobilis, iam comes, iam marchio, 
iam sum et dux et princeps.' Iubeo venerari in larario superos. 'Nullo amplius egeo,' dixit, 
'superum beneficio; superest nihil quod ab iis petam, quem amat Octavia.' Hortamur> incumbat 
assiduus et sollers litteris. Respondet scire se abs te amari, praeterea velle scire nihil; qui sciat 
tibi se placere satis doctum esse." 


Ad haec ego: "Facio nocentem, mater, et per me veniam consequatur." 

Ergo advocatus est domum praestituta die Robertus. Cenavit nobiscum. Finitis epulis: "Cubabis," 
mater ad puerum, "hac nocte cum Octavia, sed hanc dico legem: caste et pudice agitetis noctem. 
Legem accipis, Octavia?" 

"Accipio," inquam, "sed lex haec stat in ancipiti." 


"Interpretem agam," reponit Robertus. 


"Et volo agas ut commodum tibi erit," ait mater, "dum tamen, ut fit, interpretando non 
corrumpas, non aboleas legem." 


Cenavimus opipare, et magna matri cura in cena optimis muniri dapibus Roberti armamentarium; 
nam a Cerere et Baccho Veneris arma. Procuratis corporibus, itum ad quietem. 


Tullia.- Itum ad pugnam. 
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Sed disputat de opportuno Veneri tempore Chaeroneus,' ut ne vires infringat. Cum longo refectae 
sint somno vires, indulgeri posse Veneri ait, experrectis anima et sensibus. Sed stulte facere 
opinor barbatos illos philosophos, qui prurientibus audent mentulis leges scribere et cunnis uno 
decumbentibus in lecto. Scribant et de sistenda caelorum vertigine. Nam ut caeca mentula, sic et 
surda est. Nec illi dantur verba. Socrates aut Zeno quis non riserit, suos si inter discipulos 
arrectas viderit stare mentulas, arrectis auribus, si viderit Priapum et Conisalum dia philosophiae 
praecepta aperto auscultare capite? Praeclarum spectaculum! Ut cyathos* numerant pueris 
nutrices et bibere ultra vetant, sic et inepti suas mentulis fututiones et ultra vetant. Cur et non 
leges in medium posuere miseris mortalibus et despuendi et scabendi? Num satis infelix 
hominum vita saevis visa mentibus, nisi rigidae induerent catastae sensus et animam? Fatuis, 
Octavia, irascor homuncionibus, nam si audaciam effrontem ademeris et gravitatis falsam 
speciem superbientibus, nihil praeterea invenies quod lixae non sit et mediastini in lutulenta 
plebecula. Illis nec genius nec ingenium, sed audax stoliditas et irrequieta ignavia. 


Octavia.- Aloisiae maritus, suadente Pelagio, id consilii abhinc quattuor cepit menses, quod 
sanus laudarit nemo. 


Tullia.- Quid consilii cepit? 


Octavia.- Decima tantum nocte salacem init et libidinosam, reliquas caelibes in lecto agit. Vidua 
prurit cui non vivit maritus. Et superstitiosus factus est Caviceus. Mecum est infrequentior, nec 
impune tulit. Sitienti si non dederit bibere cui id muneris erat, probro quis verterit sibi dedisse 
ipsum aut a quovis cepisse dante sitientem? 


Tullia.- Marina Genovesa Pimentelia, alieno aere merso opibus clara, Federico Mendozio nupsit. 
Induxit haec in animum, annis et specie florens, semel atque iterum corporis sui singulis facere 
mensibus copiam iuveni. Nec movit adulescens amore ardens puellae animum. Quos tulit virtus 
inepta fructus? Scelera peperit. Omnes intra mensem uxoris ancillas, quinque numero, corrupit 
Federicus; utero gerunt. 


Quid Genovesae Lionella mater? "Tu ipsa," dixit, "lenam egisti infelicibus puellis; tuo periere 
lenocinio. Virtus haec tua tetrum desinit in scelus. Pietatem credebas amens, lenocinium erat." 


Vim timens sibi Galliena a Luitprando? marito, subligaculo corpus nocte induebat, ita consuto ut 
nulla pervium parte esset nec peti posset. Similiter domum implevit libidinibus adulteris. 


Age nunc, o supina et inconsulta sapientia, illude incautae facilitati. Quos edis ludos pollens 
dolis!* 


Sed haec ad mores pertinent, quae hominum figmenta sunt. Sed natura ad Venerem alii proclives, 
alii segnes. Quorundam vix sedarit taurus famem, ut de Milone Crotoniata ferunt; satis aliis est 
mica panis. Aliis cyathus sitim exstinguit; aliis ne quidem triental. Eodem iure, sive edant sive 
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bibant, omnes censeri homines, quid iniustius, quid stultius? Ita sunt quibus ad decem dies 
infringit libidinis nervos coitus unus; aliorum vero ardet nocteque dieque in medullis invicta 
libido. Uno irritatur coitu, non mansuescit. Haec pendenda erant ea in trutina et libranda ab hoc 
examine. Aetatis et habitudinis habenda erat ab his pecudibus ratio. Sed ratione duci non solent. 


Medici fatentur certas nullas posse induci leges. Naturae tamen convenire putant primum 
valetudinis curam non neglegi. Bona sine valetudine vita sepulcrum vitae est. Igitur damnant 
Epicuri sententiam, morosi hominis, ad vitam Venerem non pertinere nec felicitati conducere. 
Noxiam tamen aiunt pueris et puellis qui ad perfectam aetatem non pervenere, et provectae 
aetatis senibus qui iam a vita decedunt, si sit frequentior. Uno quoque mense et his et illis 
colenda semel Venus in illa ascendente et in hac labente aetate. 


At cum floret aetas, vigent nervi, firma sunt latera, ad quartum quintumve duellum descendi sine 
ulla valetudinis laesione potest. Apud Lacedaemonios lege cautum, quisque ut vir ostenderet 
quinquies se per mensem uxori virum esse, quinque militaret uxori congressibus. Nam ducebant 
etiam uxores qui non adoleverant, nec tamen ab hoc immunes vectigall. 


At enim ignavus est et impius qui altero quoque die Veneri non facit, si nihil ultra lumbis et 
lateribus exspectet ab annis. Uxorem duxisti, 0 tu quisquis es; debitor factus es uxori. Solve, 
malae vir fidei, solve quod debes. Solve aut cede bonis, et bonorum potior pars uxor. 


Duriora excogitavit marcescentium philosophorum amens meditatio, sedula stultitia. Ride, 
Octavia: leges tulit quibus rite et honeste, ah, ah, ah, subent et ceveant. Vetant veternosi rapidos 
cieri motus, vetant novas indui figuras. Castam' et honestam negant esse posse, 


... Ingemente quae toro 
Tuvante verset arte mobilem natem. 


O graves et sapientes legislatores! 


Audisti de mulierum senatu Romae? Vocabant Senatulum. Clarae nobilitate et usu rerum 
matronae senatorio fungebantur munere. Conveniebant, disceptabant de rebus nostris. Erant 
earum iudicia ac si sancita essent iure publico. De lumborum officio, de figurarum varietate, de 
vegeta inertive libidine, consultae venerabiles matronae a Messalina, Claudii Imperatoris et 
omnium uxore, sic censuerunt: 


Quandoquidem constarent intima et extima in homine omnia septenario numero, et homo 
fingeretur coitu, si ad septimum una nocte eatur coitum, id iure fieri nec ultra peti posse. Qui 
velit mulierem non moveri, Venerem mortuam velle: mutuos motus Veneri esse pro anima. 
Figuram quae cuique commoda esset, probari. Id ius in omni Amoris regione, quod amor mutuus 
constituisset, servari debere; summum in amore imperium ad Voluptatis numen pertinere, illius 
esse leges condere et conditas interpretari. 


Id fuit senatus consultum, Octavia. Itaque plures una nocte peragebat Messalina viros indefessa. 
A nullo unquam exegit stipendium quod sponte quisque non inferret. Die facto quattuor supra 
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viginti e myrto et rosis corollas Priapo, Marsyae et aliis ridiculis diis dedicabat victrix. Erant 
singulae parta victoriarum praemia. Theodora, Sigismundi Imperatoris uxor, Messalina altera, 
lumbos et artus heroum suae aetatis frangebat in hac palaestra. Uno hippobinos' et lastauros 
hauriebat, vorabat succussu. Sempronia, mater tua, duodecim cum Chrysogono confecit vehens 
curricula uno spiritu. Palaestritas tenera ego fortes confeci quattuor intra paucas horas. 


Sed ita est, Octavia, hebescit et stupet post sex septemve pugnas, si acriter pugnatum sit, 
exhausta Venus. Ultra honesta non vivit libido. Similes dicebat Victoria, consobrina mea, eas 
feminas quas nulla caperet Veneris satietas vinosis illis ganeonibus quos musto non madidos, 
quos nulla siccos videt dies. Ut his in Baccho nulla, sic illis nulla in Venere voluptas. Pessimae 
assuetudinis et hos et illas misere vertigo agit. Ideo putres non commoventur; acri attamen 
hilarescit motu Venus. Ceventis concussu, subantis succussu, eliciuntur calentes ex utriusque 
corpore igniculi. Si absint, friget Venus. Sic superest libido sibi; sic laeta reddita’ leto. 


Octavia.- Cui bellum videri possit cum marmorea rem habere Phidiae Venere?’ Cui imbellis 
placebit Venus, et id placebit. 


Tullia.- Nugantur nescio qui inepti in umbilico sitam esse et sedem habere libidinem. Utrique 
sane et viro et mulieri in motitatione, subagitatione, frictu, concussu et succussu vere consistit. 
Sed sua est ars et ratio his commotionibus, ut principio lente surgant, post ferveant, demum 
desidant, ut pacatis post tempestatem ventis commoti desidunt fluctus. Sunt haec tua, cutus in 
agilibus lumbis laus micat mirificae mobilitatis. Nec Thais, nec Thais, Octavia, hanc praeripuerit 
tibi laudem. 


Sed quod ad figuras, censeo ego quidem liberam cuique esse figurae facultatem quae concinnior 
videbitur. Nemo narrando dixerit figuras omnes nec posuerit ob oculos pingendo. Mutari amat 
Proteus Amor. Rabiosi illi Solones de his sermonem haberi, tabulas pingi inhonestum latrant, 
damnant. Sed de omnibus duelli et pugnae figuris disputari non damnant. Quibus itur ad 
perniciem humani generis, non stomachantur; quibus ad procreationem, irascuntur. O feras 
bestias! Malunt interire variis artibus humanum genus quam nasci. Laverniones luctum amant et 
letum; lucem odere et vitam. Quae dementia! Quae impotentia! 


Sapientiores Lesbii erant, inter Graecos ingeniosissimi. Nam Sappho Lesbia fuit, dectma Musa. 
Varias, etiam non suetas, in Venere figuras insculpebant nummis, quos publice cudebant. 
Publicum id erat auctoramentum. Vidi ego Romae in domo Ursinae nummos duos, alterum ex 
aere, alterum ex argento, in insula Lesbo, ut dicebat, cusos. In altero Sappho nuda cum nuda 
puella tribadico confligebat duello. Vir nudus in altero, dextro nixus genu, puellam sustentabat 
nudam et pilo figebat divaricatis femoribus faventem. 


Octavia.- Ille genu flexus Veneri supplex faciebat. 
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Tullia.- Haec lumborum nisu petebat caelos sublata in aéra.! Per nummum oblongum? Venereum 
tuum, Octavia, his ex nummis ars petita talium figurarum, ut ex appensis tabulis in Aesculapii et 
Apollinis templis ars medica. Hos prae oculis, mea me si non fallit opinio, habebant et in 
manibus Elephantis Milesia, Philaenis et Hermogenes Tarsensis, qui scripsere his de nugis 
eruditos libellos. 


Octavia.- Aiunt vero Elephantida apud Milesios probam et pudicam fuisse matronam, sed quod 
ingeniosum inter litteratos cepisset inimicum, hunc impudicum perscripsisse libellum et 
matronae nihil tale cogitanti ascripsisse suppositictum partum. 


Tullia.- Sanus non est qui cum eruditis exercet inimicitias. Ulcisci suas possunt iniurias per 
omnem aetatum aeternitatem. Quas pingunt tabulas, annos illae ferent quos Zeuxidis et Apellis 
non tulere. Ab annis vires capient et dignitatem. Sed et est Italos inter homines divini vir ingenti 
qui his de ludicris’ amoena conscripsit colloquia. 


Demum, ut ex omni terrarum parte itur in caelos, sic ex omnibus muliebris corporis partibus et 
inflexionibus summam itur ad voluptatem, Veneris caelum. Non una via itur. Labella rosea, 
papillae niveae, manus lubricae, nates leves et teretes via sunt ad meliorem partem. Et postico 
qui Veneri faciunt, in anticam veniunt litatum aedem. 


Octavia.- Apage, apage his a spurcitiis! O caenosam libidinem! 


Tullia.- Nec Oceani aquae eluant nec Phlegethontis ignes. Non si terra miscebitur Tartaro, satis 
supplicii scelerati ferent pedicatores. Portentum! Rem ausus est clari vir ingenii, loannes Casa,* 
pulchro libello tam foedam commendare. O tempora! O mores! Nam Italis fecunda est 
facetiarum seges in hac libidine. Sunt variae rerum species. Alii puellam quaerunt in puero; alii 
puerum in puella; alterum in altero sexum. Male pereant perditi! Vir nubit in feminam, Venus 
mutatur in alteram formam. Scantinia iam lege id apud Romanos turpitudinis erat damnatum. 
Sed paederastas mutari post fata aiunt Pythagoraei in scarabaeos. Honesti colei Lanuvini; 
Cliternini inhonesti. Vetus id adagium. Male pereant qui Amoris arma malis his artibus in 
Amorem converterunt, qui Venerem perdidere per Venerem! Cotytto his dea, Opici his magistri. 
Omnia inter animalia homo solus illudi corpori suo patitur; tantum non publice prostat. Audi 
Plintum: Uni animantum luctus est datus; uni luxuria, et quidem innumerabilibus modis, ac per 
singula membra. Et alio in loco: In hominum genere deverticula maribus excogitata; omnia 
scelera Naturae. 


Octavia.- Et crescit novo scelere indignatio mea. Accipe insidias. Formae florentis difficilis 
tuitio. 


Tullia.- De Roberto intellegis. 


Octavia.- Finita, ut dicebam, cena, voluit mater Robertus et ego libere colloqueremur. Secessit. 


' G caiera 

> Gob longum 
3G lucris 
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Consedimus. Tunc ille: "Ecce me, dea mea, alieni spiritus afflatu contaminatum. Parum abfuit 
quin reciperem me ad te uxor factus." Vultus dicenti rubore suffunditur. "Amat me Ioannes 
Ludovicus Vives. Quintilianum vocant. Amant Academici reliqui. Nihil praeterea dicunt in vita 
esse quod ament. Varium est et dolis aptum amoris ingenium. Iacebam pronus in lecto nocte 
concubia. Invadit Ludovicus. Palpabat nates. Somno solvor. 'O quales optet,' dicebat, 'moechus 
Ganymedi Iupiter! Tales nec in Hyla arsit Hercules, nec in Antinoo Hadrianus. Tales erudita 
praeferat libido Hebes niveis mammis et pectori. O si commodentur Veneri meae, malim quam 
ipsam Venerem!' Suspirium duxit, osculum impegit. Offerebat stuprum. Reppuli. Minatus sum 
conquestum iri me intentatam iniuriam. 'Sed pupule,' adicit, 'Margaris meos non sprevit aestus,! 
sodalis tui sub his tectis,” Roderici Marchionis soror, pulchra, nobilis, ingeniosa, litterarum 
amans, sedecim dea annorum. Haec non sprevit amores meos.' Basium dedit, veniam petiit, 
abscessit." 


Tullia.- Homo est venustus Ludovicus Vives, urbanus, doctus, nec aetatis provectae. Scies quid 
factum sit cum nobili virgine et ridebis. Qui odio indicto aversi fugiunt a puellis, velint nolint, 
fugiunt ad pueros. Genuit Amori Amor homines et feminas; genuit sibi. Amore per Amorem sati, 
Amori nascimur. Infunditur Amor cum sanguine in venas. Tolle Amorem e rebus et res e natura 
tolles. Amamus vel inviti, ut amamur. Hine fit ut, qui nolint amare quod licet, ament praecipites 
quod amare turpe est. 


Nosti Iustinam Gomeziam, magni inter Vestales nominis? Amat perdite Alphonsinam 
Albuquerquiam, Ioannam Meneziam et Antoninam Castrensem eodem in contubernio. Ut amat, 
amari se non negavit. "Haec adyta," dicebat nudiustertius, "quae credunt consecrata pudicitiae, 
pulso Amore, pervadit alia sub forma Amor. Obnubimur velo; obnubitur nobiscum Amor. Fallit 
oculos nec videtur. Vivit in medullis, latet in venis. Perfluit venas sanguis, in nostra nec est 
potestate quin perfluat. Incendit Amor venas nec nostra est in potestate quin inflammante 
calescant Amore venae. Quandoquidem ultra non licet, amamus inter nos et amamur." 


Animae cibus amor. Sunt qui sitim ut sedarent lotium ipsi suum biberunt; sunt qui adurgente 
fame sua ipsi membra morsu laniarunt. Non dissimiliter, si femina viro, si vir negatur feminae, 
ardebit vir in virum, femina in feminam. Qui natura ferebatur amor in alterum sexum, interclusa 
via suum incestabit. 


Exoneranda est tibi vesica; vetant. Meies tamen. Vestes foedabis, si desit matula, et mulier 
matula est. Micturit® tibi Amor; scelus est micturire? Nihilo tibi minus meiet Amor. 


Quot insaniunt in hac libidine pudicitiae,* quam avari aut erroribus ebrii probant, Natura non 
probat!> Vetustis illis et aureis temporibus rari erant, iique affecta aetate, qui hoc profiterentur 
sapientiae genus. Morum habebatur ratio. Rem ridiculam! A sene effeto et marcido qui 
adulescentis operas et pensum exiget non sapiet; qui iuventa velit florentem et viribus pigra 
mersum videri senectae hieme, sapiet? Sed perge dicere, Octavia, meliori nata sub sidere. 
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Octavia.- "Per oculos tuos, mea sidera," dicebat Robertus, "cavebo diligenter ne quid admittam 
in me flagitii. Novam mihi nova virtute creabo laudem. Tuus merebor videri." 


Tullia.- Clamant multi nitentibus ad virtutem adulescentibus obicem esse consuetudinem cum 
puellis. Nae caecutientes errant. Vidi quos honestarum, ut sumus, usus ad meliorem convertit 
frugem, cupidinarios, aleones. Invenerunt cum voluptate veram honestatem. Quod ipsa non 
fecisset per se virtus, hoc fecit auxilio. Placuit virtus qua se noverant placituros. 


Erant corruptissimi in urbe vicina adulescentium mores. Damnavit multa indicta Senatus 
meretricias libidines, lenonum artes. Sed facilius sine aéris quam feminarum usu vixerint 
adulescentes. Convertunt ingenuas in puellas oculos et amores. Excipiebant, parentum iussu, 
laeto vultu qui ad honesta tenderent; contemptui habebant qui mutari nollent. Ingeniosae mulieris 
suadent illecebrae quod Plato non suaderet. Annus nondum praeterierat; mutatis repente moribus 
evasere in masculam virtutem Epicuri de grege porci. 


Praelucente spe, quam ocius concipit qui amat, quo non sequetur virtutem, vel ad dumeta 
ducentem vel e scopulis vocantem? Alter per alterum mitigandus sexus, non alter semovendus ab 
altero. Praeeuntes sequentur viri feminas, vi naturae ducti. Si sint bonae, duces erunt ad laudem; 
si malae, auspices erunt ad turpia. Nunc sequere orationis filum.' 


Octavia.- "Enimvero amore emorior," dicebat Robertus. "Cur tamdiu meam mihi invidet 
Sempronia felicitatem?" 


Audiit mater. "Non equidem invideo," reponit, "sed delectatur mora Venus. Amoris voluptates 
mora crescunt. Volo vobiscum liberaliter agere. Ite cubitum, ite." Et subrisit. 


Tullia.- Intellego. "Ite ad coitum," dixit. "Ite ad vitam." Classicum canit ad pugnam. 


Octavia.- Utrumque osculata est. Dein duxit Manilia ad pugilatum. Veste exuit, nudam collocat 
in lecto. Insilit Robertus. "En mihi," inquit amplexans, "summum bonum, omne bonum." 


"Et bene sit," ait Manilia, "beatis amantibus. Nec hos exstinguo cereos, Roberte. Triumpho non 
deerit tuo lux quae debetur." 


"Et sane," reponit Robertus, "tenerum formosae puellae corpus” curtus est triumphalis Amoris. 
Hoc ego tuo vectus curru, Octavia, ibo tenebricosum istud per iter" (pubem vellicabat), "ibo ad 
gloriam." 


Uterum, femina, pectus pererrabat inspectans curiose. Demum intumuit puero nervus. "Fave," 
inquit, "fave, Venus mea." Suavium dedit. 


"Favebo," inquam, "et ut voles favebo. Servire tibi instar regni erit. Qualem me cupies, talem 
habebis." 


'G filium 
? G corpore 


"O nugacem!" clamat advolans Manilia. "Facto opus est, non dicto. Volo utrique praestare 
operam et ope mea voluptati vestrae accrescere delicias novas. Belle arrigis, Roberte. Agedum, 
candidum hoc in Octaviae pectus libidines et te effunde." 


"O mater," respondeo, "vis huic meae adesse ignominiae? Abi, amabo." 


"Te ineptam!" refert. "Non fidis nutrici, alumna? Pugna, Roberte, sed heroica pugna fortitudine 
heroidi tuae incomparabili." 


Dicente Manilia supervolat Robertus. Ballista ferit uterum; at exerrantem et resilientem intercipit 
caudam Manilia, officiosam insinuans manum. "Veni, fugitiva, tuum id in ergastulum Dionaeum. 
Huc te vocant," dicebat, "quas dominae debes operae." Post impacta' in pueri lumbos manu 
impellit. Momento voro puerum, absorbeo surgentem. Vetat commoveri me Manilia. 


"Tolle id femur laevum, Octavia," inquit. "Contende alterum." Fit. "Tu, Roberte, leni et spissa 
concute amores tuos subagitatione. At tu, Octavia, osculare nec move." Fit. "Cum sentietis” alter 
et alter," adicit, "e libidinis vena exsilire vobis prurientes salaciae spumas, tu, Octavia, mitte 


suspirium; tu, Roberte, morsiunculis Octaviam pete." 


Subagitat ille vegeta sed molli et lenta concussione. Amplector, osculor nec moveo. O bona 
Venus! O bona Tullia! Sentio me remitti. Suspirium mitto. 


"Nunc, nunc, Roberte," ingeminat nutrix lena, "fave, fave Octaviae. Rapidi tibi ferveant lumbi." 
Ille urgere, permolere. Mox collum appetit dente, cutem carpsit; gemitum dedi. 


"Nunc, nunc," repetit Manilia, "crissanti fave Roberto succussu. Tolle lumbos, succute? pernix. 
Bene est, alumna. Non ita, puto, lumborum placuit flexibilitate et mobilitate Lais." 


Coepit colliquescere dulcis puer et ego intimos amoris sentio mihi sinus liquido exundare 
incendio. Nec lateribus peperci nec animae. Celeriori numquam itum cursu ad Veneris metam. 


Altera manu Manilia mulcebat mihi nates, altera Roberto. Apprehensa identidem summis digitis 
cadurda stringebat, comprimebat et incubantis testiculos molli emulgens compressione 


exprimebat. Defecit puer et refugit nutrix plaudens manibus, acta fabula. 


Basiationes proiecto propter latus meum puero ingerebam innumerabiles. "Ut me amas?" 
dicebam. "Ut meae tibi Veneris dona placuerunt? Numquid piget? Numquid mei piget?" 


"Interroga, domina," respondet, "an pigeat in caelis fuisse cum Iove et Iunone et magnis diis." 


"Nam," repono, "ruunt homines in amplexus puellarum praecipites, postea piget." 


' G in pacta 
2 G sensietis 
3G sucute 


"Non tu puella es," inquit, "ut puellae sunt hae nostrae. Dea es voluptatis. In te, si me ceperit 
satietas, et ceperit felicitatis in caelis et deorum epulis. . . 


[Desunt folia aliquot in codice manuscripto. ] 


".., INsomnem egi noctem. Perstrepebat contignatio vi concussa; cubiculi timui casum. Fabulam 
egistis,' nec dubito. Haec tibi Diana sagittifer fuit Apollo. Configebat tibi, noli erubescere, 
Octavia mea, configebat tuum Pythonem. Hodie mane, cum vale abiens dixit, tunxi pectori 
pectus. Nullo Dianae tuae exsurgere sinum mammarum tumore sensi, nullo vidi. Et femineo 
suavius dedit suavium. Non is vividus et micans oris color qui heri erat. Impallescebat nocturno 
labore." 


"Erras, Eleonora," repono. "Virum non habui in viduo toro. Sed lucta, et pudet fateri, lusimus 
Cupidinea, Sappho et Andromede. O videres, Eleonora, nascentes mammarum orbes, arderes! O 
videres non vere cunnum, sed cunniculum, fureres! Placui maritus, placuit uxor tribadico furore 
et sudore." 


Tullia.- Erat Enemonda? forma excellens, Fernando Portio soror. Et Enemondae erat amica 
Francisca Bellina, etiam forma praestans. Nesciebant inter se quae magis amaret, quae magis 
amaretur. Cubabant frequenter una in domo Fernandi. Secretis petebat, quales amat Venus, 
insidiis Franciscam Fernandus. Se peti sciebat puella et gratulabatur suae formae. 


Surrexerat impatiens libidinis, surgente Aurora, e lecto adulescens. Frigido aéris halitu mitigabat 
ignes in pergula. Tremula strepebat argutatione, proximo in cubiculo, sororis lectus. Patebat vero 
ostium. Hanc amanti commodarat puellarum neglegentiam Venus favens. Intrat nec vident 
libidine caecae, libidine ebriae. Superequitabat Francisca; Enemondam impellebat ad cursum, 
nuda nudam. 


"Ambiunt," dicebat Francisca,’ "meam quotidie pudicitiam nobiliores et salaciores mentulae. 
Pulchriorem ex tis, amica, legam ego, sed tibi. Sic volo indulgere genio tuo et meo." 


Dicens subagitabat acerrime. Conicit Fernandus se in lectum nudus. Territae puellae nec fugere 
ausae sunt. Amplexu Franciscam ligat cursu fessam. Osculatur. "Audes tu, improba, vitiare 
sororem meam," ait, "tam sanctam, tam castam? Poenas dabis. Domus ulciscar* meae iniurias. 
Patiere furores meos ut illa tuos." 


"Frater mi, frater mi," respondit Enemonda, "ignosce amantibus. Noli nos traduci ludibrio." 
"Nemo sciet," inquit. "Faveat haec mihi cunno, favebo ego utrique lingua. Nemo sciet .. .” 


[Desunt multa in ms. ] 
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... nudos pingi vetant novi sapientes, novi Catones, qui, si e caelo ceciderunt, sane e caelo 
Lunae ceciderunt. 


Tullia.- Quo quisque est inter homines stolidior et vecordior, eo et superbior est. In eis si 
iudicium quaeres,! si eruditionem, operam luseris. Nam naturae rerum parens finxit nudos. Nec 
sartor nec cerdo Deus. Propulsandis aéris et tempestatum iniuriis inventus” vestium usus, non 
quod quidquam corporibus desit nostris ad pulchritudinis laudem; non quod quidquam 
inhonestum et turpe e tanti molitoris manibus exierit quod tegi deceat.* Consistit corporum 
pulchritudo in recta membrorum compositione; nulla est, hercle, in vestium ornatu. Aeternae 
mentis maximum est opus corpus humanum. Quis neget? Hoc se uno ars conditoris maxime 
iactat specimine. Qui tegit, damnat. Si videri noluisset, deerat facultas? Deerat ars? Exspectasset, 
putas, tam mirabili perficiendo operi artes nostras et curas? Insanit qui sic obloquitur. 


Maxima pars orbis terrarum alit nudos, ut creat. Et sunt plagae in quibus usum vetat vestium 
caeli et aéris torrens aestus. Videant hi lynces. Regnantis vis naturae nudos ostentat hominum 
artus et lumbos. Nulla illi pudenda membra iis in regionibus. Partes turpes nullae. Nudum esse 
probro non est. Volet et eadem vis naturae in aliis abscondi terris, ut propudia, et tegi, quaedam 
ut sua scelera, nullius tenax consilii?* Volet, si videantur, probro esse? Viderint hi lynces. 


Graeci artibus et ingenio clari pingebant nudos heroas et heroidas nudas. Alexandri vidi Romae 
statuam, Praxitelis opus. Hercule satus altero sustinet bracchio leonis exuvias, cetera nudus. Qui 
videt picta in tabula Carolum Imperatorem, Alexandro aemulum, vultum principis et manus 
videt; nihil praeterea videt quod sit principis. Hae sunt vestium picturae, non hominum. Inepte 
dixerit te vidisse, Octavia, qui numquam viderit nudam. Ita sua excidere a dignitate sculptura et 
pictura. Nunc sunt sculptores et pictores scientiarum et artium rudes, si unum aut alterum demas; 
nebulones, ebriosi, nullius artis in arte sua. Pictura descivit a pictura, ars ab arte. 


Sed periculum est, aiunt, si nudos nudasve pingant, id ne sit? praestigiosum quoddam ad flagitia 
incentivum. Nugae! Qui degunt ex nostris hominibus in India et America, ubi libere patent 
puellarum partes, nulla tamen moventur libidine. Visu assuescunt et hebescit assuetudine libido. 
Crede mihi, Octavia. Avaris nos tuemur ipsae curis, oculis negamus dotes nostras sollicitae, et id 
maxime hominum corda inflammat. Maiora opinione concipiunt quam postea vident. Postquam 
copiam nostri fecimus non ita ardent. Obsolescunt momento venustates quas nudiustertius 
adorabant non visas. 


Vetat lex? Illecebras vetitis addit. Castiores essent plerique omnes, si liberiores. Fluat, ut aqua in 
rivis, vinum; ebriosos vix investigaris unum alterumve. Ambulent nudae; se tot, ut fit, non 
inflammabit nequitiis amor. Quibus sunt virgines nudae in tabulis pictis, hoc non tanguntur visu, 
non moventur, marmorei usu facti diuturno. Stulti illi sapientes rem ex sua praeiudicant 
conscientia. Pronae ad terram® mentes ad quaeque se sentiunt flagitia proclives. Nec studio 
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© G serram 


bonarum artium, quae in eis nullae! sunt, naturae malignitas aut corrigitur aut temperatur. Bonis 
et doctis aliae ... 


[Desunt multa in ms. ] 
ane aCeIpIs? 


"Legem quidem accipio," respondet subridens, "omen non capio. Nam te amicam, soror, non 
inimicam capere volo. Ad quam flexit me scurrilitatem amentia pueri, flagitium vocas. Ludus est. 
Ut ut sit, accipio legem. Sed iram averte omnem a puero, in me converte." 


"Videro," reponit Iuditha. "Consobrino natus e concubina, venusta puella, odio mihi esse non 
debet. Nec aheneum mihi pectus. Id unum iubeo, iubenti ut praestes obsequium mihi, quidquid 
tandem in mentem venerit." 


"Praestabo," inquit Lucia. 


"Curabo omnia," subicit Iuditha. “Nec tibi time a marito. Silvas amat, non nuptias. Impigro 
venatori Cephalo non multus, scio, Procris suae usus. Fibulam volo induas." 


Uberes ad rem manarunt ex puellae oculis fletus et mitescere sibi sensit Iuditha ferum animum. 
Deicit lymphata’ lintea. Ut vero apertas vidit opimas iuvenilis corporis venustates: "O Venus 
aurea!" exclamat. Nec plura. Post paulo vocem recepit. "Sospitabit miseram? uno," ait. 


"Ignosce, soror," dicebat Lucia, "linque meo me sexui. Quae femina sum, nisi cum fibulae visum 
erit, femina non ero? Ignosce, bona soror." 


Abscesserat Mancia et puer. "Quam bella es cum tuo maerore, Lucia, soror mea et Hebes soror!" 
ait Iuditha. "Vis mea esse? Si eris, et mea non ero." 


"Volo," reponit Lucia, "sed infelicitatem meam novi et tuam duritiem." 


Osculum flenti fixit Iuditha. "Molliisti," inquit, "saxeum pectus. Hac ex caute non igniculos 
procudisti, sed amoris incendia." Impegit osculum et novos hausit calores. "Hoc solum rogo," 
subicit, "ut me ames et Ioannem habeas odio. Servi mihi servitutem; servitute hac tibi emeris 
regnum." Promisit Lucia se facturam quaecumque vellet fieri. "Et hac tecum nocte cubabo," ait 
Tuditha. "Vir tibi ero novae nuptae." 


Octavia.- Ah! Ah! Ah! 


Tullia.- Et tota nocte puellae lectum suis implevit furoribus; mille millies suavia dedit. 
Subagitavit indefessa et incestis vexavit tenera membra manuum deliriis. Sub lucem excessit. 
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Sequentibus diebus Ioanni non visa est irasci, sed misero vetitum ad dominam ire. Igitur dolore 
conficiebatur et peribat. 


Convenit Manciam. "O Mancia," inquit, "insaniebam. Unam te amo." Veniunt in amplexus, et hi 
via fuere Ioanni ad Luciae complexus. "Me, Mancia, mea lux, ira enecat, emorior. Me igitur 
ingrata illa et perfida pessum dederit et peribo inultus? Non peribo si voles, vivam tibi." 
"Favebo," reponit Mancia, "sed quid agitas consilii? Quid paras?" 


"Volo superbam habere in potestate, calcare male in luto." 


"Non satis intellego," inquit Mancia, "quid id sit quod excogitas. Vis forte calcare in lecto, non in 
luto?" 


"Malim," reponit Ioannes, "cum Tisiphone, cui lutea inter inguina Stygius hiat bufo, concumbere, 
cum Charonte rem habere." 


"Tura ergo," ait illa. 


"Iuro," infit, "per omnes deos, per omnes deas, per te etiam iuro, quae dea mihi eris maxima, si 
faveris." 


"Favebo, nec dubites. Operam laudabis meam fidelem et industriam, scio. Si quid in te est animi, 
per Venerem, odisse eram audebis, quae te temnit tam male animata.. .” 


[Desunt quaedam. ] 
"... artem elusi arte, era. Obliqua mihi eundum erat via ad felicitatem." 


"Ingeniose, mel meum," reponit Lucia. "Me quidem amat Iuditha et excruciat, quam odi, scelesto 
amore. Furit, sed operam perdit. Colubris potius velim bene." 


Arrigebat incensa tentigine puer,! arrigebat liberaliter. Vidit Lucia devoranti oculo. "Fugit anima 
mea a me, mi anime," inquit, "fugit ad te." Osculis puerum petebat. 


"Et ego emorior, domina. In tuto sumus," ait Ioannes. Rubore offusus est puellae vultus. Coepit 
intremiscere et pavere. "Exige a te," infit loannes, "pudorem hunc ridiculum. Patere id monstri 
pilo configam." Subrisit Lucia. Finge tibi cum Adonide Venerem .. . 


[Desunt multa in ms. ] 


Octavia.- ... Nupsit Margaris ante hos dies Comiti Emanueli, divinae indolis et formae puella.” 
Digna erat quam amaret Robertus et ignovissem, puto, si amasset. 


' G puero 
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Tullia.- Et si laesi scirent ignoscere amores. 


Octavia.- Incredibili superat sagacitate et sollertia matronas omnes, vel aetate provectiores, et 
aequales pulchritudine, vel celeberrimas forma. Sed ea! est humanitas, affabilitas, bonitas in 
magna fortuna, in eo splendore ut omnium ore laudetur. Has, hercle, Ludovicus Vives dicendo et 
docendo virtutes, ut et primas patrando voluptates, instillavit tenerae. O natam feliciter vestris 
sub stellis, o Apollo, o Venus! 


Margaridi et Roderico multus litterarum amor, et favit genio et ingenio magna cum cura Catharis 
Herrera mater. Erudiendos credit hominum nostrorum longe doctissimo Ludovico. Placuit 
praeceptori vehementer puella et efflictim amavit. Pudebat virum magnum, sed et iuvabat; et 
nolebat et” volebat. Quid faceret? Amant etiam qui nolunt, immo quas nolunt; libera non est 
amoris optio. 


Aberat mater; timebat nihil natae nec a Ludovico cavebat. Solam domi reliquerat soli et in ea 
regnabat domo venerabilis vir miraculo litterarum. De humani corporis structura forte 
edisserebat. Incidit ut de corde doceret. 


"Haec est," dicebat, "hominibus mirabilis omnium sedes affectuum. Hic amor nascitur, hic 
odium. Hinc originem ducunt mala et bona. Hinc strages et caedes, quibus humanum ante diem 
genus vi perit illata; hinc sexuum, per amorem, affinitas, qua crescit et propagando subolescit. 


Praestare putas amorem odio, Margari?" 


"Nec sane odii," respondet, "ad hanc diem, nec amoris agi me sensi malesuadis consiliis, quae 
bona et pura sum." 


"Sed ad eam," refert Ludovicus, "pervenisti aetatem, in qua profecto caeco incalescunt igne 
venae bene valentibus. Atqui optime vales. Et amas (noli erubescere) Emanuelem Comitem, 


adulescentem suavissimum. Amas, Margari, amas et gaudeo." 


"Amo," reponit, "quem mihi mater optima legit maritum. Si negem, mentiar, quod alienissimum 
> = 3 
a moribus, quos infudisti, meis." 


> > 
> > 


"Ergo si et ego te tam pulchram, tam ingeniosam vehementer amem," infit Ludovicus, "probro 
non vertes?" 


"Non vertam," respondet; "gratias agam et olim (faveant superi) referam diligenter." 


Dum diceret supervenit? Rodericus. Mutat sermonem Ludovicus. "Affectuum (passiones vulgo 
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vocant)," inquit, "in corde quaedam velut est officina, et in medio cerebro mens sedem habet. 
Pars est compacta; glandulam pinealem dicunt. Omnia mirabiliter. Evolant perpetuo illuc e corde 
subtiliores sanguinis scintillae. Spiritus vocant, et sensuum ope et opera, ut e re! est, consulta 
mente agitant et movent. Quos temperat mens affectus, probat virtus et honestas. Rebellantes et 
perduelles damnat virtus et honestas. Quis damnet bonus, odio haberi a quibus iniuriis afficimur 
et contumeliis? Quis non laudet, laudari et amari a quibus amamur et augemur beneficiis?" 


"Intellego," reponit Margaris subridens. "Nec erit quod merito iure ingrati unquam animi vitio 
insimuler, si mea me spes non fallit." 


Postera die cordis et cerebri atque pectoris extima et intima, velut ob oculos eruditae puellae, 
longa narratione posuit. "Sed, quae tam prope abes a nuptiis," inquit, "divina Margari, tua, per 
Venerem, interest situm, figuram et munus partium nosse, quarum praecipuus et suavissimus in 
sacris Hymenaei usus mortales aequat immortalibus. Nam et viri et feminae voluptate, quasi 
mercede obiecta, impelluntur ad nuptias." 


Libere exsecutus est prurienti sermone pruriginosam hostiam. In propatulo vidit nudum Margaris 
Hymenaeum et arsit. Urebatur puellae pectus nova libidine. Agnovit Ludovicus virginis 
amentiam et ipse insaniit. "Qui tibi," dicebat, "heros? heroidi virginitatem eripiet, excutiet, nae, 
Margari, Iove mihi videbitur beatior. Quo pretio veniisti,> dea, mortali? Quae merces in terris 
tanti boni? Me infelicem!" 

"Melius dii et ego," refert illa, "favebunt superi et favebo." 


"Fave tu, Margari," ait Ludovicus. "Si faveris, favebunt superi vel nolentes." 


Erubuit virgo et obmutuit. "Nempe, quae nequidem vis verbum dare, quid a te sperem miser?" 
subicit Ludovicus. 


"Verba non dabo," reponit Margaris, "sed quid vis me facere?" 

"O forma! O iuventae flos!" Suspirium misit. "Me superis aequas," infit Ludovicus. 

Silebat puella et oculos tenebat solo fixos. Eburneos tegebat umeros amiculum bombycinum 
aurea innexum fibula. Praeter indusium interius nihil erat vestimenti. Liberum pectus, libera ad 
mammas via. Veneris oestro percitus, et hanc et illam prehendit impotens parvam, marmoream, 
micantem. Hymenaeo libat basio. 

"Quid id vero est?" ingemit virgo et uberes rigarunt lacrimae ora. 


"At enim odio tibi sum, dea mea," dicebat Ludovicus. 


"Non es," respondet, "sed nolo dare." 
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"Non tamen pugnabas," subicit Ludovicus. 
"Nolo etiam negare," ait illa. 


"Quid tibi vis, cara virgo?" dicebat Ludovicus. "Nec dare vis nec negare. Negas sane, si nec vis 
dare." Et aestuantibus verbis calidas miscebat basiationes. 


"Nam si dederim," inquit Margaris, "meretricium id erit obsequium. Si ne averim, improbe 
> > 
ingrata sim." 


"Intellego, intellego," exclamat Ludovicus. "Vis, si vir sim, vim inferam; non vis, quae casta es, 
vitium offeram." 


"Ad hanc diem," reponit Margaris, "ne turpis quidem cogitationis umbra animum meum attigit. 
Non puriores solis radii quam mihi mens et anima." 


"Scio," ait Ludovicus, "purissima es puritas." 


Dicens amiculum et castulam, solutis fibulis, amovet. Male pudorem, quae supererat, tuebatur 
interula, linea nubecula. Flebat Margaris, nihil contra conabatur. Erubescebat, impallescebat; 
nihil praeterea conabatur. 


Erat in angulo lectus humilis, unitus capax, sericeo opertus vellere nigro. Abigit illuc, pedo minax 
Venereo, oviculam intremiscentem Ludovicus. Dionae carior non ita fuit pastor ille ab 
Amphryso.' 


"Ergo sede in lecto, dea mea," ait. Sedit. Post collocat resupinam in mediis castris (sic torum 
vocabat). "Nam hoc modo bellum geritur, conseritur pugna," dicebat. 


"Me miseram!" ait Margaris. "Parce pudicitiae. Si amas, parce pudori. Quid feci infelix? Quid tu 
vero non facies? Vere perii." 


"Faciam sane," respondet Ludovicus, "superum ut invenias vitam in amplexibus meis, ego in 
tuis." 


Interim revolverat interulam ad summum pectus. Patuere sexcentae venustates; apparuere 
libidine furenti mille Veneres. Ad miraculum pectus, alvus, femina, pulchra” quaeque. 
Intumescebat molliter libidinis agger. Rimam, qua iter’ ad caelos, non videres. Lineam diceres 
Apellis ductam penicillo, qua Protogenem vicit. 


"Nunc cernendum bello," ait Ludovicus, "cui dederint Amores imperium huius arcis. Et ecce 
produco e castris meas omnes copias." 
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Demittit subligaculum et arma intentat virilia praetrepidae virgini. Scilicet arrigebat magnifice ad 
pollices novem, sed crassitudine exsuperat. "O mater!" exclamat Margaris, "Me putasses, cara 
mater, huic fati obnoxiam indignationi? Me consceleratam! Iam nulla sum." 


"Nu ae, merae nu, ae," inquit Ludovicus. "Macte animo, dea. Laudabis, scio, et triumphabis 
> > > 
gaudio delibuta summo." 


Miratur femina et! potiorem et sacram libidinis partem. Attrectat pubem, crispam, sericeam, 
quam videbatur ipsa sibi Venus suis nevisse manibus. Dispicit bibentibus Venerem oculis; diducit 
cadurda, igneam temptat sollers rimam micanti digito. 


"Suo sub purpureo flore," inquit, "recubantem video pulchram virginitatem. Euge, virginitas! 
Quid enimvero sedes istic iners et otiosa? Apage, inter ineptos laus inepta! Quid eram fatigas 
meam, hostis generis humani, violatrix perpetuitatis, fraudatrix amorum? Moriere. Caedam, 
mactabo." 


Nec mora; effusus in gremium puellae, nervos contendit, spiculum vi mittit. Diffinditur tenera et 
delicata; infremit suspiriumque dat altum et clamorem sonorum. Nam irrumpit impetu, non leni 
irrepit illapsu in adyta Cupidinis fervidus Hymenaeus. Laeta gestit? intro Cotytto et salaciam 
movet. Quid plura? Virgo caeditur pulchra, reviviscit pulchrior mulier. Facta est uxor. 


Subagitabat acerrime Ludovicus. Illa nec commovebatur nec quidquam conabatur. Diutius tamen 
temperare non potuit sibi a furore.* Subinde mittit gemitus, sed quales amat cevens Amor, 
crebros, anhelos. Patrantes attollit oculos et marmoreas vibrat nates amens. "Deficio," inquit. 
"Quid id est intemperiarum? Exeo ex me." Dum dicit, longo resolvitur effluvio. Sensit resolvi 
Ludovicus et favit. 


Venus bona! Cum cogito, mea Tullia, tot voluptates, accenduntur caeco mihi aestu intimae 
medullae. Numquid et tibi? 


Tullia.- Insanio, inepta; perge dicere. Places mirifice hac fabula. 


Octavia.- Concussiones redintegrat spissas et rapidas, indulgens laeto operi maritus. At post 
paulo colliquescit ipse et delinificis libidinis rivis* puellam mulcet in abdita pruritus vena. Furit 
Margaris. Restagnanti mergitur pudor omnis voluptate. Osculatur, amplectitur. Hac illac 
bracchia, crura, tibias, lumbos iactat impotens. Sic solent quos adurit febris in lecto aegros. Nam 
qui cevent et subant amantes in lecto sani, ardent et febri, o Amor, sed tua irrequieta et tamen 
placida. Uno omnia verbo, Tullia. Voluptatem alteri creavit alter quae summa est etiam Iovi et 
Tunoni, diis summis. 


Optime Ludovico cessit. Non melius Senecae navanti Agrippinae operam, non melius Nasoni 
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Tuliam Augusti subigenti. Quid rides? Immo non melius unquam Lampridio tibi anhelanti et 
sudanti. 


"Hoc praeludio initiata es, Margari, nuptialibus sacris," dicebat Ludovicus. "Nam crastina die 
pactis nuptiis confliget Manuel tecum, nova nupta, vero duello. Nunc sane hominem tulisti, cara 
Margari; asellum vero feres. Adulescentem, cetera optimum et suavissimum, vocare equidem 
solitus est Onosandrum Rodericus patruus. Arrigenti increscit mutinus ad pollices quattuor supra 
decem, monstrum! et intumescit ut mulis videmus." 


"Monstrum scio," ait Margaris, "et monuit periculi Iustina. Cruciabor; sed et dixit successuram 
cruci duplo maiorem voluptatem. Videbo." 


"Et bene se res habebunt," reponit Ludovicus, "nam habilissimum tibi corpus. Sed animo fer forti 
et constanti ferendum quidquid erit." 


"Et feram," ait. "Nam sororem Iustina esse dixit sibi exilem et gracilem; nupsisse tamen viro 
membrosiori" (ut dicere solita es, Tullia) "aequo et equo. Sed tu mihi, Ludovice, mirifice 
placuisti; non ita placebit Manuel, ne dubites." 


"Et places unice mihi, regina mea," refert Ludovicus. "Nihil praeterea habeo in vita quod cupiam, 
si te habeo." 


"Habebis, dum vixero," reponit Margaris. "Praeoccupasti amores meos; auferet nullus homo, 
nulla aetas." 


"O me beatum!"' ait ille. "Absint bona omnia, desit favens fortunae aura: adsis tu sola, mihi satis 
erit opum, satis bonorum." 


Suaviis dicens lacessebat repetitis puellam; pugnabat et redditis puella basiis. Concurrebant et 
hinc et illinc resurgentes ad libidinem animi. 


"At enim volo qualis esse debeas mihi, qualis marito," ait Ludovicus, "nescia ne sis, Venus mea, 
felicitas mea. Coronis id erit aurea monitum multifariae eruditionis. Principio suasum habeas tuo 
in te repositam esse marito suam felicitatem; tuam tibi in me. Si suasum habebis, feres mariti 
amorem; optabis, ardebis meum. Libera sint inter nos voluptatum commercia, ioci, lusus, 
libidines. Exige pudorem cum mecum eris, pelle metum. Sed colludenti cum marito summa sit 
pudoris, qualis' matronas decet, cura. Sciat pudere te patientiae, pudere obsequii. Pudeat atque 
adeo et mariti. Metu et pudore coerce motos? sensus et frena libidines. Sentiat cui omnia in te 
fera licent connubii lege, vere nihil per te licere. Sed si me amas, non sines prima alterave nocte 
cupidum beari iuvenem pleno gaudio. Id mihi erit instar pleni gaudii." 


Addidit et alia multa, et basiationes innumerabiles. Incaluere. 


"Viden," dixit, "mea Margari?" Penem iactabat rigide tensum. Offusus est rubore puellae vultus 
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et quid subrisit pruriginosum. "Eloquere, hercle, quid iubet amicae mens Margaridis de amica 
fieri mentula? Eloquere, sed libere, sed meretricie." 


"Volo," reponit cachinnans, "quae coram puella tua tam insolenter gerit se et pudori facit 
iniuriam virgineo lasciviens, tenebricosum trudi in carcerem." Tollit cachinnum. 


"Enimvero trudetur," reponit Ludovicus. Acquiescit ultro pulchra mentula sententiae, amore 
poenae. "Veni in carcerem, superba mentula, veni, serva poenae." Volens subit illa suoque nisu in 
caecum caeci amoris carcerem. 


Cetera quis nescit? 


Lassi requievere ambo. "Moriar," dicebat libidine Margaris amens, "ni te ipso plus Amore amem. 
Nempe tam pulchra in rerum natura edocuisti quo laudatior fierem; et nunc usum edoces vitae, 
usum mei, quo sim beatior. Nollem participem fieri unquam Manuelem tuae voluptatis, si quam a 
me cepisti. Uni vellem addici tibi, nulli praeterea homini. Sed omnium quae mandasti faciam 
scias fuisse memorem." 


Rem facete infacetam! 


Cum perducta est ad genialem thalamum, dixit caput sibi dolere. "Sane," refert mater ridens, "et 
dolebit ante horam, mea ni me spes fallit, pars ludicra vero dolore. Nam quid fictum praetexis 
dolorem amentiae tuae, nata? Petiisti a marito hanc condonet timori tuo noctem? Te stultam! Sed 
enim quid times, vecors? Discindet, non occidet. Junior eram quam es cum passa sum graviora 
quam feres. Duodecimum non excesseram annum. Bene habui. Obsequere marito; bene habebis." 


His dictis reliquit nudam in lecto. Sed sericeum induerat sibi subligar et ab omni consuerat parte, 
ne qua ad se via esset Hymenaeo. Venit Manuel, osculum dedit indignanti. Manabant lacrimae. 
"Quid fles, mea libido?" ait. "Invides mihi meam felicitatem?" 


Iubet servos abscedere, cereos vetat exstingui. Post expansis puellam ulnis complectitur 
resupinam. Pugnat illa et refugit. Arrigebat exutis adulescens vestibus; vidit puella, vidit et 
letum. Horruit. "Nam intimos," dicebat apud se sibi, "transadegisset! vulvae sinus; perfregisset 
viscera. Sed in tuto sum." 


Subinde attrectat Manuel mammas, quales optasset sibi Venus e concha nascens. Repugnabat. 
Post interfemineum et femina petit, loricata invenit. Miratur, indignatur, subirascitur. Quid 
faceret? Consilium capit ab ira. "Quid vero sperabas opis ab hoc," ait, "genere munimenti?" Et 
momento perfringit. Nec vi multa opus. Fefellerat Iustina dominae ineptam malevolentiam. 


Conqueri Margaris et succensere. Conscendit Manuel. "Quid me vexas?" aiebat illa. "Vitam 
adimes priusquam pudicitiam." Pugnis petebat anhelantem. Nihilo tamen minus urgebat opus 
amantis furore. Et aperuerat, post concertationem, ad summum bonum viam; prope aberat a 
victoria. Mentis impos illa, cum sensit deficere vires, unguibus impactis impetum facit in ora 
incubantis et foedat vulnere. Tunc ad rixam et ad iras ventum. Exscendit e puellae veredo 


' G transagedisset 


indignans adulescens; fugit e lecto puella. Alter alteri infensus. 


Audiit mater et accurrit ira saevientibus. Videt in angulo sub aulaeo latitantem natam et ad tori 
interius latus inspectantem in speculo laesam faciem generum et frigida lavantem. "Bona Venus!" 
exclamat, "Quae haec est Hymenaei facies? Quae sunt intemperiae? Siccine, o fili, o nata, 
nuptias facitis et amatis alter alterum? Quid video?" 


"Non uxorem dedisti, dulcis mater," refert Manuel, "tigridem dedisti. O Hymen! Qua fati 
libidine, quae ante horam puellarum flos erat delibatus,' mutata repente est in saevam tigridem? 
Certe nullo meo facto. Vide, mater, quibus faciem notis inscripsit." 


Excandescit matrona. "Agedum, excetra," ait, "ubi natam deposuisti meam, dulcem, 
obsequentem, bonam? Certe non es. Sed impune non feres. Poenas dabis." 


"Natae ignosce, mater," inquit Manuel. "Ignosco ego uxori vir. Malim emori quam ab ea si 
quidquam exegeris poenae, quae anima mea est, quam perdite amo, vel ingratam." 


"Quid vero ais, improba et vesana?" refert mater. "Quid respondes?" 
"Peccasse fateor, mater, et vehementer paenitet,”” infit Margaris. "Veniam peto supplex. 
Ignoscite huic furori, qui meus non fuit, sed fati." 


"Et ignosco," subicit Manuel. "Sed quis ego sum qui ignosco reginae meae? Si vero quid ego 
deliqui in te, nollem dictum, nollem factum." 


Fregit protervam liberalis sermo Margaridis contumaciam. "Sine, mater," inquit, "reconcilier cum 
marito mea opera, non tua. Placabo, spero; redibo in gratiam. Abi, amabo, cara mater. Vis 
prostem nuda oculis tuis? Obsequar iussis tuis, obsequar mariti aut libidini aut amori." 


"Ergo exeo, nata," reponit mater. "At tuo vide fungare officio ut coniugem iuvat, ut honestam 
decet." 


Illico in complexum mariti, ut erat nuda, volat ingenuae puella indolis. Osculatur, veniam petit. 
"Agedum," inquit, "quam voles ultionem cape a rea, dulcissime Manuel. Nullam deprecor." 


Fovet ille suspirantem in sinu. “Quam vero,” ait, “si melior sim quam fuisti, capere velim praeter 
oscula et florem iuventae?” 


Demum sistit ad marginem lecti amantem et amentem. Omnes legit oculis omnium venustates 
membrorum. Laudat, miratur, stupet. Invenisset in una Zeuxis quam in pluribus quaesiit, 
summam pulchritudinem et Venere dignam. Attrectat mammas, pectus, femora. Lubrica nates 
manu temptat et bonam partem. Consentiebat Margaris; nihil negabat et tantum non dabat. 
Incalescit aspectu adulescens, incenditur tactu. Omnia delectant et gaudiis implent, quae qualia 
sint non assequatur excogitando qui non amat aut non amavit. 
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Surgit interim mentula ad participanda gaudia. Morae impatiens exsiliebat, subsiliebat. 
Admoverat Manuel puellae laevam; impalluit et gemitum misit. “Haec te assurgens, ut vides, 
suavissima Margari, et inflammescens,” ait Manuel, “de meo in te amore, cui nihil potest adici 
quo maior fiat, mox mox, era mea, faciet certiorem in intimis praecordiis. Depluet omnes tibi 
voluptates. Post paulo amabis, nec dubites, et Venerem et me. Certe hac somnum nocte non 
videbis. Sed Iovem videbis. Multam ad lucem saltabimus hilari tripudio cum Venere et 
Hymenaeo, choream ducente Priapo. Res vero agetur intro festiva in spelaeo insontis vulvae.” 
Medium induerat digitum. “At, cara Margaris, cor meum, lux mea, mitte te in lectum et compone 
duello. Fave Veneri, tibi ut faveat.” 


Erubuit virgo et suspirium dedit. Momento resupinam occupat, telum vibrans quale in 
Omphalem Hercules, contentis, ut maxime potuit, nervis in teneram adigit. Nec compages 
resistit, vi arietis disrupta est impacti. Alte infixum est telum et haesit. Clamorem edidit virgo. 
Erat ad thalami fores mater. Ut audiit, ut sibi placuit! "Perge, mi gener, perge!" inclamat alta 
voce. "Ulciscere iniurias. Nulla te tangat miseratio. Scias te maritum, sentiat se uxorem." 


Repetit Manuel hoc animosior classico pugnam; repetit et vociferationem puella. Demum in 
misellae viscera, diro fulminans nisu, telum abdidit. "O mater," clamat Margaris, "o mater, fer 
opem! Ecce emorior, mater!" 


Nequiquam fletibus miscebat querelas. Amoris fervebat opus adulescenti. Fervebant et 
motitatione celeri et spissa crispantes et ceventes nates. Eiulabat puella. Manabant ex oculis 
lacrimarum rivi. Comprimitur, permolitur egregie. Subinde sensit e subagitantis mobilibus 
lumbis ferri impetu in sitientem vulvae lacum torrentes libidinis rivos. Summa vi irruens adigit 
ille altius telum; incusso contremuit vulnere puella. Gemendo vocem sustulit nec hilum mota est 
ad libidinem. Defecit adulescens. 


Intrat cum Justina ancilla mater. Senserat resedisse furores. Silebat Margaris, lectus non 
perstrepebat, silebat. "Nunc agnosco, Margari," ait, "prolem meam. Reddidisti mihi natam, cum 


uxorem viro. Gaudeo." 


"O mater," inquit Margaris, "virum non dedisti. Hominem putabas, mater, cui noveras partem 
esse aselli?" Risit mater, risit et Manuel. 


"Et haec aselli pars," respondet Catharis, "apte, nata, conveniet puellae parti. Spera. Care emenda 
tibi erat (sic Amores voluere) voluptas summa." Tunc duas virgini dedit nuces saccharo conditas, 
quattuor Manueli. "Nam tibi, mi gener," inquit, "reficiendae vires, et nervis opus habes." 
Componebat interim lintea disiecta et turbata Iustina; ingemiscit. "Quid ingemis," ait Catharis.' 


"Quae haec est pernicies? Vide, domina," inquit Iustina, "crudelem virginis tuae caedem.”” 


Multo videt sanguine conspersum linteum. "In virgine rubra," inquit, "video virginem meam 
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castam et puram. Et melius in caesae virginitatis strage natam agnosco." 
"O mater," ait Margaris, "pollicita eras nuptias et mihi et tibi. Sperabas nuptias; laniena fuit." 


Osculum dedit mater. "Forti," ait, "sis animo; et eris, quae memor officii eris. Et tu, mi gener, 
fortiter feri; et feries fortiter, qui amas et tuvenili polles robore." Post exiit. 


Complexu puellam fovet Manuel. "Da veniam, era," inquit. "Pugnandum sic fuit heroi tuo, tecum 
heroide sua, in! castris tuis pugnanti." 


"Et do," respondet. "Dolorem intulisti per amorem. Non ita, si minus amares, graviter proeliatus 
esses. Sed et habeo quo me consoler: Referemus ambo nocturni? vulnera proelii." 


"Coiverant ante in nobis," respondet Manuel, "animi quam corpora. Sed, uxor mea dulcissima, si 
me amas..." 


"Dubitas te amari," interrumpit Margaris, "marite suavissime? Si dubitas, enecas." 


"Enimvero, si me amas, quidquid voluero," reponit, "accommoda desideria tua meis libidinibus. 
Accommoda et corpus istud Dionaeum, pulchrum, vegetum." 


"Faciam," respondet, "et gratificabor voluptati tuae." 
Sic ictum foedus. 


Tullia.- Per Venerem Adonidi subantem! Sedes est Amori regia genialis lectus in quo vir et 
mulier cubant. Regnat in ea sede summo Amor imperio. Nam cum arrectam intercepit manu 
mentulam et pro sceptro candentem iactat et minio rubentem, omnia parent; etiam dissidentium 
corda parent. 


Octavia.- Roseis in labellis legebat suavians odoros Manuel ambrosiae rores. Sic in Hymetti 
montis thymo et floribus circumvolitantes legunt apiculae mel et favos, caelestia dona. 
Exsugebat mammarum suaveolentia fraga. Marmoreas et micantes levibus mulcebat alapis nates. 
Cunnum inducto indice sollicitabat subactum et pavido indicebat bellum. Novos ebibebat ignes. 
Ignescere coepit et Margaris. Intumescit generosa mentula et subsultat. Impulit in puellam, ac si 
eburnea esset, rigidam, ac si fulmen e caelo missum, candentem. Risit Margaris, animos capiens 
ab insultu. "Ergo nullae tecum, mi vir, indutiae? 


Bella mihi, video, bella parantur, ait." 


"Amore ardeo," inquit Manuel. "Compara te pugnae, Amazon mea Penthesilea, aperi Venereum 
campum. Dubitet Venus cui laurea debeatur. Sit inter te et me in suspenso et in incerto victoria." 
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Insilierat in puellam. Primo alterove concussu immerserat'! mentulam in Hymenaei venam. 
"Hic," ait, "cibus est dearum. Bene est, vorasti; cenabit opipare ieiuna vulva et famem sedabit 
dearum cibo." 


Subagitat, nec Margaridi male erat. Se etiam momento sensit moveri ad libidinem. Dat suspirium 
venienti prurigini et osculum ceventi Manueli. Ile concutit et vi urget. Mox largo deficit puella 
effluvio, aegre animam reciprocans sub acri equisone dum currit ad metas. Deficit et post paulo 
Manuel Venereo irrorans opobalsamo. 


Repente mutata est in aliam Margaris. Lumbos sustulit, osculatur, amplexatur; iterum diffluit 
libidine. Mirata est se tam cito et tam longe a pudicitia descivisse. Fraudem factam sibi credidit; 
Veneris cunnum sibi inscienti cum suo esse commutatum credidit, non suo his esse usam in ludis 
credidit. Nesciebat se tam salacem. Nam intra novem horas decem peregit suo in agone cursus 
indefessa. 


Ab ea nocte libidine furit. Quaerenti Ludovico ut marito tam mirabiliter mutoniato sufficeret, 
respondit sibi quidem maritum non sufficere. Itaque nullam noctem, nullam diem caelibem duxit. 
Noctu Manuelem, diu Ludovicum bellando confecit exsangues.” 


Ante duos tantum dies coepit Veneris pigere. Matrem rogavit liceret seorsum a viro aliquot? per 
noctes cubare viduam. Tam forti athletae negavit esse se parem. Obtinuit mater. Nuptiis (nam 
mater retulit) male dicit; virginum innocentiae et quieti bene dicit. Ride, Tullia: per innumeras 
fututiones ad pudicitiam rediit. 


Tullia.- Commoda via! Ah! Ah!... 
[Desunt multa] 
"... et hic me error," dicebat, "impulit in amorem. Credebam bonam, ursa est; castam, lupa est." 


Mutata igitur mente, etiam mutavit amores. Suis Ioannam reliquit intemperiis procacem, 
libidinosam, impudentem. Ad Clementiam convertit animum et amorem, bonam, honestam, 
ingeniosam. Placuit excellenti matronae praestans iuvenis. Sed volebat amorem Clementia, 
voluptatem nolebat. Volebat diligi, nolebat subigi. Contabescebat Padillius mentis aegritudine et 
ferebat moleste Clementia amantem perire. Solabatur, ut poterat, dictis et officiis. "Si me amas," 
inquiebat, "scelere non contaminabis. Amasti quod bona essem, quod casta; non amabis, si bonus 
es, cum malam scies et impuram mutatis moribus. Antepono* sane honestatem caducae huic 
vitae. Non vivo,° si honesta non vivam; satius est mori. At tu (quod alii vulgo non solent homines 
stulti et spurcitiis inquinati) ama ingentum meum, ama mores." 


Dictis miscebat oscula, sed sicca, sed frigida, qualia Philistaea Socrati fratri. "Vis me mori," 
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reponebat Padillius, "saevae probitatis tuae victimam? Cadam lubens. Nam quid honestatem 
praetexis crudae saevitiae? Scilicet putas amantem honeste posse occidi." 


Cum nihil proficeret precibus et querelis, incidit in morbum. Iudicavere harioli medici letalem. 
Abdita causa, dubii quibus opi essent remediis, imprecabantur Iabalum arti suae nugatoriae. 
Flebat Remundus cognatum tam praeclari meriti in ipso exstingui iuventutis flore. Flebat 
Clementia, quae se sciebat tuveni intulisse letum. Vult Remundus aegrum invisat. Nam de 
Clementia, dum vi morbi conflictatur, obmurmuraverat nescio quid, ac si haberet quod cum illa 
communicatum vellet. Ut vidit coram astantem et lacrimis rigantem ora, subrisit moriens. E 
cubiculo iubet excedere qui convenerant. 


"Non tanti sum," inquit, "divina Clementia. Quid mittis fletus? Obsequor volenti. Iussisti mori et 
ecce morior." 


"Non iussi," respondet illa. "Immo, si quid est mihi in te imperii, iubeo vivas. Si non vixeris, 
vitae miseram taedebit. Curram ad mortem. Fugiens e vita sequar fugientem me. Vive, mi Padilli, 
si mortem me non vis oppetere, quae tua, ut dicebas, vita sum, mi amor. Habebis faciliorem; erit 
quod me laudes et vitam." 


Osculum impegit et eripuit fatis. Repente recreatae aegri vires et vis morbi contusa. Recepit 
pristinam valetudinem et paucos post dies stetit! in pedes. Laetabatur Clementia et gratulabatur. 


"At enim," dicebat Padillius, "promissa vita revocasti ab Styge, nec hactenus vitam vidi. Scis quo 
me pretio redemeris a desperatione. Non amore lucis lucem video. Obiecisti spem meliorem." 
Rogabat miseresceret aut morti redderet. Eludebat illa et vana spe lactabat cupientem. 


Aberat Remundus ab octo diebus et contigit” a Carolo Imperatore evocari Padillium. Legioni 
praefecerat Imperator optimus maximus? iuvenem generosi et ortus et animi, quam in Italiam 
mittebat. Antequam proficiscitur convenit Clementiam. Solam in cubiculo invenit et volentem 
nolentem opprimit. Conflictus acer et quater repetitus. Nox diremit duellum. Vide, Octavia, quid 
honesta in muliere virtus possit et laudis amor. 


Postquam exiit Padillius paenituit facti. Delictum vidit quo corpus et animam inquinarat et 
exhorruit. "Quid feci scelesta? Quid passa sum infelix?" dicebat cum animo suo. "Vae mihi! 
Quae a sublimi honoris gradu, in quo lucebam, deieci me praecipitem cum alienae subieci 
libidini. Vae impuratae!* Audebo caelum suspicere? Audebo lucem videre sceleris mei consciam 
et velle videri? Quo fugiam? Sed me misera non fugiam. Ero ipsa mihi et contumelia et 
supplictum quocumque iero. O numen, honestas, meum! Qui me ferre potero, non ferendum 
catharma? Mortem facilius feram. Moriendum est." 


Morti se damnat. Reliquo die abstinuit cibo et noctem egit insomnem, collacrimans, gemens, 
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eiulans. Postera die venit Padillius. Sedebat in angulo Clementia, flebat, pugno tundebat! pectus. 
"Mittite, o superi, dirum hoc in caput," dicebat, "trisulca fulmina! Levate aspectu luridi monstri 
caelum atque terras!" 


Ut prope factus est Padillius, siluit et turbatum continuit pectus. "Quid vero," inquit ille, "video 
infelix? Reddidisti vitam ut tolleres, o vita mea Clementia? Quae haec est mutatae mentis male 
sana libido?" 


Voluit et verbis oscula addere. Torve respexit Clementia et indignans reppulit. "Me incestasti 
nequitiis tuis, venefice," inquit, "et vivere vis? Emori satius est." 


"Si morieris," reponit Padillius, "habebis comitem; ne dubites. Ergo sic illudebas credulo? 
Revocabas a morte, scilicet ut crudeliori morte perderes? At vide, spes mea, ad saniorem ni 
redieris sententiam, ni cesses perniciem in te quamcumque moliri, tuis ecce ego in oculis hoc me 
pugione confodio." 


Nudaverat pugionem. Metu perculsa Clementia: "Cave, cave," inquit, "mi Padilli, tale in te 
quidquam cogites. Vivam et bona promitto fide, sed nec tu negabis mihi quod etiam flagito; ne 
neges." 


"Non negabo," ait Padillius. 
"Promitte vero," replicat Clementia, "et iura te non negaturum."” 


"Promitto," refert, "et turo per deos et deas omnes. Si fidem fefellero, iratam te habeam, dea mea; 
nam malim habere iratos deos et deas omnes." 


"Volo deinceps," reponit Clementia, "amemus alter alterum affectu fraterno, honesto amore. 
Haesit? Padillius et aegre tulit. "At enim," adicit Clementia, "nisi et tu volueris, me leto das 
crudelis. Nam haudquaquam me amas, si negas, sed voluptatem tuam improbus. Nequiquam 
contra contenderis." 


"Te sospitem volo," refert Padillius, "o digna omni laude matrona! Quandoquidem sic tubes, 
regina mea, obsequor, legem accipio." 


Ut pulsis nubibus gratior solis redit facies caelo sereno, sic luctu deterso risit in Clementiae vultu 
venustas amoenior. Pransit libere et hilare cum fratre qui> fuerat amans. Invasere tamen 
innumerae aegritudines puellam postquam abiit in Italiam Padillius. Subinde gemitus edebat et 
fletus mittebat. Pudebat delicti, pudebat et vitae. At fidei quam iuveni dederat memor, in se nihil 
ultra temptabat. 


Quattuor post menses nuntius allatus est in proelio ad Papiam esse interfectum, in quo Franciscus 
Rex captus est. Tunc cessit desperationi omnis puellae constantia. Contabuit intra paucos menses 
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immiti dolore et demum inedia consumpta misere exstincta est. Expostulanti Remundo cur ultro 
relinqueret vitam, relinqueret maritum a quo non nesciret se tantopere amari, momento antequam 
spiritum exhalaret: "Indigna sum,”! respondit, "tam bono marito; tu dignus es honestiori uxore. 
Deliqui infelix in te et in me. Ulta sum vindex iniurias tuas et meas. In hoc equidem laudanda, 
quod cum amorem novi me tuum non mereri, morti sceleratam adiudicavi. Miserere et ignosce." 


Sub haec defecit in mariti complexibus. In culpa, Octavia, feminam vides; in paenitentia 
heroinam. 


Octavia.- Iocaris, Tullia; serio non loqueris. Quis heroida ausit vocare furentem puellam, quam 
caecus extra se desperationis turbo arripuerat? Quisque suos patimur manes. Non duxere 
volentem fata, nolentem traxere. 


Tullia.- Est etiam desperationi sua laus. Cum de se et de republica desperare coepit Cato, manus 
sibi intulit. Et Catonem Stoici pro fortitudinis heroicae sacro numine coluerunt. Cum desperavit 
Clementia se honoris posse diutius culmen in quo sedebat tenere, contabuit. Digna est meo 
quidem iudicio quam honestae, ut nos sumus, colant paelices, quam venerentur pro meretriciae 
virtutis numine. 


Octavia.- Et timebat a marito sibi, si rescisset, et metus animos dedit. Currerem ego ad mortem. 
Ferro aperirem animae viam infamiam fugienti. 


Tullia.- Malim ego meis quam mariti perire manibus. O hominum inhumanitatem! Arrogant sibi 
omnia, nobis negant. Probro” sibi putant verti (quae insania!)? nostrae si libidini ignoverint, uxori 
Si pepercerint, cui parcerent leones. 


Cum captus est a Borbonio et Lanoyo Franciscus Rex, fusis in pugna Papiensi copiis, lacrimis 
sinum, questibus caelum implevit puellarum longe pulcherrima Francisca Foxia. Rem narrabo, 
Octavia*t mea, scitu dignam et miseratione. 


Principi Mars militabat, princeps Veneri; fortis imperator Marti, fortissimus miles Veneri. 
Amabat cingi sibi caput lauro et myrto. Erat inter aulicos vir summo in Armorica loco natus, 
Ioannes Castrobriandus,° cui uxor forma divina. Noverat regis mores et mulierum ingenium. 
Expostulabant amici quod illis, quod aulae toti uxoris negaret aspectum ac si solem negaret. 
Puella, viginti nata annos, unico mater partu, aetatem non laeserat. Si vidisses, virginem dixisses. 
Causabatur animum uxori non esse ex Armorica excedere unum ne quidem passum. Scribebat 
veniret et rex in hoc totus erat. Nequiquam omnia. Et subirasci uxori simulabat doli artifex. 


Dum forte it cubitum, excidit neglegenti pars anuli aurei media. Vidit qui a cubiculo erat, 
collectam ero restituit. "Mallem," inquit erus, "iacturam centum talentorum fecisse." 
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Suspicione assecutus est acris rex ingenii quid id rei esset. Corrupto cubiculario spe et pretio, ea 
arte et cura fingitur similis ut discrimen intercederet nullum et capi etiam a marito altera posset 
pro altera. Mittitur uxori ac paucos post dies appellit Lutetiam laeta et mariti petit amplexus. 
Stupet et tantum non excandescit, quod dictae oblita legis advenisset non advocata. 


Stupet et illa et dimidium anulum promit. "Aliud quaeris auctoramentum a me?" inquit. "Tussisti 
cum mitteres proficiscerer ad te. Absque commeatu non veni. Accepi et convenit haec pars 
optime quam mihi servavi anuli parti." Sensit ille sibi fraudem factam et pressit dolorem, ne 
fabula fieret. 


Postera die Ludovica, regis mater, accersit ad se puellam. Favebat ultro nati cupidinibus. "Nam," 
dixit, "excellis forma et ingenio. Quid latebas in regni angulo, mirabilis femina? Deerat aulae id 
sidus." 


Paucis omnia: regi mirifice placuit puella et puellae rex. Amantibus prospere cessit. Etiam non 
regnanti et in throno non sedenti omnia cedunt Amori; cedet et regnanti tetrica Minervae 
virginitas. Aegre videbatur ferre maritus; obmurmurabat, minitabatur. Igitur percussa metu uxor 
non vivebat. Abditum animadvertit dolorem rex amans; abductam locat in tuto. Sic ducebant 
festos dies alter in alterius sinu. 


Sed Mars sanguinis! avidus placidae hanc invidit Veneri laudem. Paucos post menses 
Mediolanensibus rex infert bellum, animosior quam prudentior. Cecidit praeceps e summa 
felicitate, capto ad Papiam et in Hispaniam perducto, miserabilis puella. Quid consilii caperet ad 
foedam reducta inopiam? Cepit a desperatione. Perituram egerunt Eumenides ad maritum. Nam 
intervenerant affines placando. Non Gallus, sed Scytha recepit in domum pallidam et 
maerentem,” non in gratiam: ac si non uxorem reciperet, sed veneficam et strigem. Cum nata et 
ancilla includit cubiculo. Nihil? infelici praeterea cum mortalibus ullis usus aut commercii. 


Decessit vero e vita nata infans et secum abstulit moriens quidquid reliquum supererat 
humanitatis in gladiatoris pectore. Nondum decem transierant dies cum intrat ira furens. "Scis, 
adultera," intonat, "quas mihi inflixeris infamiae notas immerenti. Damnasti ipsa te morti cum 
deliquisti. Taedeat, hercle, te vitae, quae honore amisso iamdudum vivere desiisti. Nam vita vera 
est bonis honos. Moriendum est. Parata ecce supplicio sunt omnia; ipsa eris. Aude generosa 
cohonestare morte vitam quam flagitiis conscelerasti. Nec me flectere precando posse putes: 
Acheronta prius moveris." 


Satellites duo et chirurgus carnifex aderant impio. Vociferans educitur e lecto puella, et 
nequiquam superum* hominumque obtestans opem et fidem, solutis bracchiorum et crurum 
venis, crudeliter morti datur. Meliori digna aut fato aut marito sic periit. 


Et hi sibi vertunt laudi nequissimi lanii quod in ursis et pardis, si fieret, probro verterent 
hominum beluarumque communi parenti Naturae. Satis equidem, mea sententia, generosae esset 
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supplicii puellae poenam meruisse et sumi potuisse. 


Sed dum colloquimur et confabulamur, cara Octavia, dies consumpta est. Crastina, si vacabis, 
plura. Vale, corculum, et me ama, si beatam velis. 


Octavia.- Nulla unquam Amor nocte tot attulit mihi voluptates indulgens, ut hac tu die, cognata, 
his tuis fabulis. Tecum, per sicca Minervae cadurda, malim esse sic loquente tota die quam ipso 
cum Amore tota nocte cevente. Vale, cognata. 


Tullia.- Lepidum caput! Vale, cognata. Si non valeas, nulla sim. Vale. 


Octavia.- Vale et tu, Cotytto mea. Quae si ingeniosa non fuisses, silex! essem. Vitam a parentibus 
accepi, a te ingenium. Lutum est sine ingenio puella. 


Tullia.- Sua si non surgat ab humilitate fervido animi conatu, dic, Octavia, quid femina abiectius, 
miserius, inquinatius? Matula est vitae particeps immeienti concubino. Quid praeterea? O sordes! 


O dedecus! Nunc vale, et osculum da. 


Finis 


'G silea 


